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A SEQUESTERED GROVE. © 
Ethelbert, Elfrida, Alina at _ a. ſmall - difance./ 


ETHELBERT. 


ALL hail, beloved ſhades, how my ſoul clings 
Round ev'ry plant, that this deep gloom embrowns. 
Here firſt I breath'd the fighs of love; and here, 
My ſweet Elfrida, with an angel bluſh, | 
And downward'eyes, confeſt her ſoft regards 
For happy Ethelbert.—Ye ſtars of night, 

Chaſte moon, and thou bright meſſenger of dawn, 
And thou great orb of day, bear witneſs all; 

For ye have ſeen me tread the hallow'd ground 
With pious feet, and heard my pray'rs and vows, 
Bear witneſs to my truth. Rp gs 


ELFRIDA. 


' 


Yes, Ethelbert, 
Heav'n and all nature witneſs to thy trut. 
The gales, that whiſper, waft it td mine ears; 
The chearing ſun PO it on my heart, 


A 
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In beams of joy and gladneſs. All I ſee, 
And all I hear, a voice and language take, 
To tell me, thou art true. Yet have I mark'd, 
(For jealous watchful are the eyes of love) 
Amidſt a thouſand dear and gracious proofs, 
And fond expreſſions of the mutual heart, 
A ſudden gloom, like envious clouds, that rife 
To ſteal away the gladneſs of the morn, 
And ſtain with tears the florid cheek of May. 
Come, let me ſhare thy grief. 
ETHELBERT. 

My beſt Elfrida, 
*Tis difficult, indeed, to hide the ſoul 
From love's all-ſeeing eye ; and truſt me, deareſt, 
*Twere foreign to my wiſh, as to my pow'r, 
From thee to veil my thoughts. But wherefore mar 
The preſent good, or wound Elfrida's breaſt, 
With random doubt, or, jealous diſcontent 
Which the next moment may diſperſe ? with thee, 
I would be pleaſure all. Ihe gloomy cares 
Are vanith'd at thy ſmile. 


ELFRIDA. 


| | ** Away, you flatt'rer. 
Lou love me not, prince Ethelbert, with care 
Your heart is ſick. Your tongue has now confeſt, 
What oft your looks affur'd me; yet E/frida 
Is deem'd unworthy. 3 
ETHELBERT. | 
Hear the truth—thy father 
EIL FRI DA. 
Can Ofa, pattern of heroic worth, 
(Whoſe realm, whoſe court, whoſe heart are ever open 
To foſter riſing virtue; and whoſe deeds 
Are ever fquar'd and levell'd, by the rule 
Of truth and honour) can he offer ought, 
To ſtain a royal welcome? Thou art here, 


Choice of his heart and fav'rite of his hopes, by 
The 
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The deſtin'd huſband of his darling child. 
His word is plighted. 

ETHELBERT. 

Thou haſt touch'd the wound, 

That rankles in my boſom. True, his word 
Is plighted, as thou ſay'ſt; yet, why I know not, 
With cruel art he dallies with my love, 
And wrings with hope delay'd my ſicken'd ſoul; 
Winds up deſire to madneſs, and wears out 
The ſtrings of life —When L would urge my claim, 
His brow is clouded with a ſudden gloom ; 
He ſtarts, and ſighs, and in a tone ſevere— 
* Enough, prince Ethelbert, another hour 
May ſuit this theme ?—then calls me to the chace. 


ELFRIDA. 

So fully bleſt, in what the moment yields, 
To ſee thee and be near thee, thine * 
Hath ſought no more; nor ſent a wiſh beyond 
The preſent hour, to ſeek for diſcontent, 

In hope's illufive form. 4 
ALWINA. 
Princeſs, retire. 
I hear the ſteps of men beneath the ſycamores, , 
That mix'd with hazle ſkirt the weſtern path, 
Where royal Of for the chace is wont 
The chiding hounds uncouple. | 


ELFRIDA. 


Break we off, 
At dawn tomorrow, if thy ſteps ſhould tread . 
Theſe precincts, we may meet. 
ETHELBERT. 
My heart goes with thee. 
[Exeunt Princeſs and Alw ina. 


B 2 SCENE 


2 
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. 
Eibelbert. Ardulf. - 
ARDULF. f | 
Will you not hunt, my lord? your royal hoſt 
Demands your prefence, and the ſprightly ſteed 
With noſtrils wide ſnuffs the light air, and ſpurns 
The ſounding earth, The bowmen fit the nerve 
To the tough yew, while with an hundred tongues, 
Symphonious cry, the hounds ſalute the morn, 
And echo from the craggy ſteeps, and woods, 
And floping lawns, and hotlow glades around 
Returns th' enliv'ning challenge. 
ETHELBERT. 
IP Lis in vain. 
A liſtlefs weight on all my ſenſes hangs 
And ſinks my weary ſpirit. 
ARDULF. 
. Let the chace, 
And feaſt, and minſtrelſy, and love's delights 
Diſpel the gloom. Forget thou art a king 
Reſponſible to myriads, and to heav'n, 
For delegated pow'r; and play the courtier, 
The humble courtier, at a rival's board; 
To ſhare his pleaſures, and to grace his train. 
_ ETHELBERT. 
My worthy Ardulf, venerable friend, 
To whom a more than filial love is due, 
For cares beyond paternal, thy reproof 
Hath pierc'd my heart; for well I know, that wifdom 
Zealous for me, and, what is dearer far 
To me than life, my glory, guides thy tongue. 
Thy guardian cares 11 orphan feebleneſs 
My childhood form'd ; thy ſword redeem'd my realm 
From hoſtile inroad ; what in arts or arms 
Or manners I may boaſt, if ought I may, 
Are due to thee. * 


— 
— * 1 


— * * 
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4 ARDULE. 

Oppreſs not with applauſe 
Unmerited thy ſervant. What I did 
Was but a ſubject's duty, and fell ſhort, 
Fell infinitely ſhort, of what I ow'd 
Thy royal fire, who rais'd me from the duſt. 
If thou wilt praiſe me, let thy noble acts 
Do juſtice to my precepts; that the world, 
Applauding thee, may ſay, great Ethelbert 
Perform'd in manhood, what he learn'd in youth, 
From faithful Ardulf; 

ETHELBERT. 


| Think not, good old man, 
Thy leſſons waſted ;. well I know the ties, 
That bind me to my people. Well I know 
I live not for myſelf I pant for fame, 
And ſeek it only in a nation's welfare. 
Yet Ardulf, let thy ſoul, ( howe'er mature 
In years and wiſdom) to the days of youth 
Revert, and ſomewhat ſure thou wilt indulge 
To heat of paſſion, which has ever ſeis'd 
The beſt and nobleſt minds. 

ARDULF. 

Alas! my lord, 

Nor danger to the ſtate, ſo long bereft 
Of royal cares, I mourn, nor A thy fame, 
Tho' dear as life; but my preſaging ſoul 
Sinks, to behold thee thus within the graſp | 
Of Mercia's pow'r, whoſe kings, from fire to _ 
Are Anglia's ſcourge and terror. 


ETHELBERT. 
Noble minds. 
Will ſhrink abhorrent from the traitor's arts.—- 
Would /, think'ſt thou, ſtain his royal robes 
With blood of him, who on a monarch's faith 
Bides at his court ? are not our mutual vows 
Of friendſhip plighted? have not ſolemn oaths 
Combin'd 
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Combin'd our kingdoms, long to wars a prey, 
In league of holy peace? and by the bond 
Of dear connexion to ſecure theſe ties, 


Hath he not giv'n to happy Ezhelbert 
The daughter of his hopes ? 


ARDULEF, 
; But why delay, 

With ſtudied art, your nuptials? why conſume 
In frivolous delights the laviſh'd hours 
Which OVa well could huſband, were he not, 
Rough as he ſeems, intent, by policy, 
To ſnare thy noble nature, and relax 
With pleaſure's honey'd bane thy youthful mind? 

ETHELBERT. 

Could Ofa be thus treach'rous ? 
ARDULEF. 

| Doubt it not ; 
Thy potent voice, from Arwan's fertile banks, 
From ſtormy Humber, and the ſea-beat ſhore, 
Might call the hardy bands, and pour them forth, 
To viſit on the Mercian plains the waſte 
That Penda's fury ſpread. He views thee, prince, 
As ſhepherds view the royal lion's whelp, 
Ain his paws yet ſoft, and infant fangs 
Anticipate the ravage of the fold. 
Hence, with the nets of beauty, with the cords 
Of ſtrong deſire, the ſilken toils of love 
He ſeeks to ſnare thy feet, to wrap thee round, 


And d:ag thee, to the pit. 
| Sound of hunters horns is heard at a diſtance. 
Enter Bertha and Edburga. 
BERTHA. 


| Hear you not, prince, 
How you are ſummon'd ? with the merry horn, 

Offa reproaches your delay, The ſtag 
now unharbour d. 


ETHELBERT, 
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ETHELBERT, %% to Ardulf.] 
At a future hour, 

We will purſue this theme; for truſt me, Arduf, 
The dark ſurmiſes of my ſecret thought 
Too well accord, with what thy love has urg'd, 
And prudent caution ;. | to Bertha | were we longer 

abſent 
Offa would chide our floth, elſe beauteous Bertha, 
I would not fly thee, 
- BERTHA. 


Haſten to the chace ; 
And joy and pleaſure go with Ethelbert. 
(Exeunt Ethelbert. Ardulf. 


'S © ĩͤ 


Bertha and Edburga. 
BERTHA. 


The horn awakes the chace, and warlike OV 
Leads forth to ſportive fields the gallant youth 
Whom oft he led to combat. War has ſheath'd 
His cruel ſword ; and now the piercing cries 

Of wretched dames, for ſons or huſbands torn 
From their embrace are huſh'd. Ihe realm is calm, 
And all things in it, ſave the tortur'd breaſt * - 
Of Bertha ; there conflicting paſſions wage 

Eternal warfare. Tell me, my Eaburga, 
You ſaw the pageant paſs, what youths with O 
Purſue the ſtag ? yet wherefore ſhould I aſk ? 
Young Etbelbert is there; when he is preſent 

All other objects fade; all eyes and tongues 

And ſpirits dwell on him, and him alone. 

Thy looks, Edburga, ſpeak a lively feeling, 

Thy words an apt and pregnant underſtanding 
What is thy judgment (ſpeak without diſguiſe) 

Of princely Etbelbert? 

EDBURGA. 


My gracious miſtreſs, 
It ill beſeems a poor and lowly maiden, 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe thoughts ſhould be all humble as her birth, 
To gaze on high, and with preſumptuous glance 
Appreciate the merit of a king; hdd 
Yet will I own, ſince you demand my thought, 
Were a princeſs, or the king of Anglia 
An humble peaſant ſwain, I were moſt happy. 
BERT HA. 
Had I been born a peaſant girl, no laws 
Had frown'd ſtern interdi& on love. Ah wretch, 
And traitreſs to thyſelf what guilty thoughts 
My boſom harbours, and my rebel tongue 
Would fain avow.—FEdburga, wonder not, 
To hear my laviſh praiſe of Ethelbert. 
Think not Iloye him; heav'n forefend, that love 
Should teach a matron, from her plighted lord 
To wander, ev'n in wiſh. No, Bertha's ſoul 
Impaſſive to the guſt of vain deſire 
Retains her wedded vows, May quick deſtruction 
Gape to devour me, ere I ſtain the faith 
To royal Ofa giv'n ; but gratitude— 
| EDBURGA. | 
Pve heard that gallant Ethelbert preſerv'd 

Your ſacred life. 

1 BERTHA. 


And truly baſt thou heard. 
One morn ; O ſtill to cruel memory 
That morn is preſent, Qa chac'd the ſtag. 
King Ethelbert was there ; I join'd the band, 
At Offa's ſide I rode, and talk'd with Ethelbert ; 
Sweet flow'd his honey'd accents, and diſcourſe 
Beguil'd the moments, ere our ſport began.— 
*T'was where yon river thro? th* impending woods 
Winds it's uncertain way. Thou ſeeſt the tuft 
Of guarled oaks, that, floping from the rock 
Peer into the deep gulph, and overhang 
The black'ning eddy. 


EDBURGA. 


F 
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EDBURGA. 
There the bank chr 
Seems ſhatter'd, by a rude convulſive ſhock 
Of ſtartling nature, | 
BERTHA. 


Then, a narrow path 
Skirted the river's verge. There paſt the ſtag ; 
The hounds purſued. I preſt my foaming ſteed, 
Fir'd with a youthful ardour, which perhaps 
My ſex ill- ſuited, to the dang*rous- pals. 
The treach'rous ſoil gave way, and down I ſunk, 
EDBURGA. 
Alas ! for pity—by what ſaving pow'r ?— 
BERTHA. 

Thrice I emerg'd ; thrice o'er my fated head 
Roar'd the devouring deep. Then, Ethelbert, 
His danger at the fight of mine forgotten, plung'd 
Into th' abyſs; the fourth time, as1roſe, 
His left hand ſeis*d my treſſes, with his right 
He ſtem'd the flood, and bore nie to the land. — 
Oh better I bad periſh'd ! 

EDBURGA. 

Gracious heav'n! 

Who then is happy ? Sure, the circling hours 
Waft bleſſings to thee, on their golden plumes ; 
And hover round thy head, with fond delay, 
To pour down treaſur*d joys. The mighty heart 
Of Mercia's king, wiſe, brave, munificent 
As teeming autumn, beats for thee alone, 
Preventing all thy wiſhes, 


BERTHA, 

| Yet, Edburga, 
There's not a wretch, that crawls this burthen'd earth, 
A ſlave, whoſe tears dedew the land he tills, 
From an harſh lord to gain the bitter morſel, 
That lengthens out his courſe of pain and bondage, 
Would change eſtates with me, could they but read, 


The 
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The ſecrets of my heart; - ſome monſtrous doom, 
Awaits me ſure ;-—would I had ne'er been born 
496 EDBURGA. 
For heav'n's dear fake, recall your wand'ring 
thoughts, . 
Your eyes are bent on vacancy, a wildneſs 
A feartul wildneſs o'er your viſage reigns— 
| BERTHA. 
Would I had lain expos'd amidſt the wild, 
In helpleſs infancy ; or on the beach 
Daſh'd with the toiling ſurge, a mangled corſe, 
Or vulturs to their aery, welcome banquet 
Borne me to feaſt their young. 
EDBURGA. 
| Reſtrain yourſelf. , 
Alas | we are diſcover'd ; haſty ſteps 
Sound o'er that winding path, and now mine eye, 
Thro? the ſcant op'ning of the beechen grove, 
Perceives a man approach, tis Ethelbert. 
| BERTHA. | 
So ſoon return'd But I divine the cauſe.— 
The lov'd Elfrida.—Leave me, good Edburga— 
Our royal gueſt may ſeek for private converſe, 
On points that much import him; and thy preſence 
Were a reſtraint. Thou know'ſt the little grotto, 
Beſide the bank of violets, and the willows | 
That bathe their golden treſſes in the ſtream, 
Where Emma, victim of diſaſtrous love, | 
Plung'd deſp'rate in the flood; there, wait my coming. 
[Exit Edburga. 
S C:E-NE IV, 
Ethelbert and Bertha. 
BERTHA. [afide.] 
O guilty love, in form of gratitude, 


How haſt thou crept ! I nurſt thee in my boſom 
| | Thou 
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Thou ſerpent, pleas'd to ſee thy ſpity volumes 
Of verdant gold ; but ſoon thy fatal fling  - 
Deſtroy'd my peace; thy venom fill'd my heart. 
—Efewhile the chace for Ethelbert had charms ; 
And oft detain'd him, till the ſun, repoſed 
On crimſon beds behind the hills, had warn'd 
To feaſt and minſtrelſy. This day my lord 
Appointed for the field, from early dawn, 
Till veſper bell ſhould call the holy beadmen 
Jo chaunt their oriſons. w 
ETHELBERT. 

Along the hills 
That lift their green ſhorn ridges o'er theſe wogds, 
Your lord purſues the ſtag, with ſuch ap ardour, 
As marks our firſt enjoyments, He is happy, 
Victorious, proſp'rous ; his wiſhes crown'd 
By heav'n with laviſh hand, The man, whoſe hopes 
Hang all in jeopardy, bur ill conforms | 
With pleaſure's jocund ſons; the chace to him 
Is dull and tirefome, and the banquet palls. 

BERTHA. 


Had I the pow'r of Providence, at will 
To laviſh bleſſings; Ethelbert were happy. 
Oh never ſhall my grateful heart forego 
The gallant deed that call'd me back to life. 
"Tis ev*n oppreſſive to my ſoul, that feels 
How poor 1 am in thanks, how void of means, 
Jo pay the mighty debt of gratitude. 

ETHELBERT, 

Thanks were reproaches, lady ; I ſhould ſcorn 
My nature, could I look for recompenſe.— 
A voice within this breaſt had bade me venture, 
Ev'n as I did for thee, to ſave from death 
The pooreſt peaſant ; yet the means are thine 
Would overpay ten thouſand fold. 

| BERTHA. 

That eager gratitude may fly to ſerve thee. — 


Like 
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Like guardian ſpirits would I wait thy call; 
All eye, all ear, all quick intelligence, 
To ſee,” to hear, and execute thy will. 
1 ETHELBERT. | 
More than my tutelary ſaint or angel, 
This hour thou could'ſt befriend me. 
n BER THA. 11 
Say, what boon 
Can Fthelbert demand, and I withhold ? 
ETHELBERT. 
A truant to the cares of royalty, 
And all the duties, that my faithful ſubjects 
May juſtly claim, I linger here, the ſlave 
Of am'rous hope, and trembling expectation.— 
Why theſe averted looks? eyes bent on earth? 
Why heaves thy breaſt ? | 
| BERTHA, 
*T was but a tranſient pang 
Shot thro* my boſom. I am often thus. 
ETHELBERT.. | 
I know thou can'ſt, with ſoftly potent ſway, 
Demanding nought, yet all obtaining, bend 
Stern as it is the mind of royal O, 
And were thine influence employ'd, at hours 
Of kind compliance, when the expanded heart 
Ev*n to its ſanQtuary acceſs yields, | 
To urge the claims, that from my realm an alien 
Have bade me count twice ten revolving moons, 
A ſojourner with Offa ; then Elfrida, 
Already mine, by Mercia's plighted faith, 
Were mine by nuptial rites. No more her ſire, 
- Whoſe eyes are ſtill unſatisfied with gazin 
On her freſh opening beauties, would withhold her 
From my warm prayers. | 
**  BERTHA, 


He ever will withhold ; 


And ever ſhall; if Berthg's cries and tears, 
And 
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And bended knees have pow'r. Was it for this? 
—Oh I am mad. — Io pander for your love 
To mediate nuptial leagues, and ſend the Senginer”” , 
Of warlike Offa, whoſe victorious namem 
Bears terror thro? this iſle, from wealthy Mercia, 11 
The proudeſt of our Saxon ſtates, to ſhare 
Within thine humble Anglia's narrow bounds, 
And little court, a queen in en 10 
Thy vine e Malo * n ,]. 
 ETHELBERT:. hol mot 26 
Hav what fig of mine 
Hath rous'd thine hatred ?- 
BERTHA. 
; .1 Sayſt thou, Bibers G att 
My hatred ?—hate thee,—could'ſ thou wad Wbt! [4 
Oh could its thoughts and feelings r hs nn! 
Of vital blood reveal'd and ſenſible 
Before thee flow, this hand ſnhould aim the — 
And warm expraſhon guſh in purple wes. 
| -' ETHELBERT. Nm 1596 
If ever Ethelberti in Bertha's eyes, 
By wiſh, or word, or fond obſervant act, 
Hath favour found ; ; if e' er that gentle . 
(As ſure it has) confeſt the pow'r of love; 
Learn from ee to teel for Ethelbert. 
The pow 'r of love to feel fo Ethelbert . — 
Feel what ?—perdition—whither am I driv in?? 
One ſtep—and I am hurry'd down the abyſs. 
Feel-—fecl—! feel too much. —O Ethelbert, 
Farewell, farewell, 
* ETHELEBEN r. 
O fly me not in anger. 
O ſtay, and bleſs me. Tell me, that Elfrida, 
The guerdon of my long and faithful love! 
The wiſh, the promis'd — of my lie, ' 
Shall yet be mine. | 


BEKTHA. 
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GET oor AR " defiraion// 

Come ſweeping on us all. Eifrida thine 4 
Oh never, never. Hence; avoid my night; | 
Thy looks' are 1 to me. | | 

| * EFRELBERT. „ 

— heav'n! 
I ſtand confounded: I conjure thee, ſpeak. 
What means this ſtorm of paſſion ? Why ſhrink back, 
As from ſome hateful and accurfed ching, 
That threatens life? A V&3 

BERNTIHIA. 


And wherefere art . RP 
Wiſe, brave, and gentle? Why art thou adorn'd 
With ev'ry grace, to win the coldeſt heart f | 
Theſe are thy fins. Heavy, indeed; _ ate. 


They * nn my peace. 0 
ie eee l 
29] Deſtroy'd thy peace? 


What fatal l lurks beneath thy ſpecch ? 
I view thee, with ſuch eee, * . 
As ſuits a parent's wife. 95 
517 RTI. 
Cold. blobded prince! 
A parent s wife and reverential a 6. 
Can rey'rence ſuit with love La love ke mine. 
| \  ETHELRERT. | 
Like thine!—for whom?” thy Atange myſterious 
words 
Fill me with doubt and wonder. 
BERTHA. | 
May'f thou doubt, 
And wonder ever. May the ſhades of night 
Conceal it. Never may the tell-tale breeze 
Whiſper it in the defert. From myſelf 0 5 
I fain would hide it. But thro? ſhade and ſilence, | 
To me too * it glares, it ſounds | 
or 
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For ever ever preſent. In the grave, 
When earth ſhalt cover me, with: Berthd reſt, | 
Thou namelefs-moniter of abortive: thought. 
[Here, in her agitation, ſhe drops the picture © 
Ethelbert from her boſom; he takes it up. She 
ſhricks and endeavours to wreſt it from him.] 


Ha! what is here ?—my form and lineaments 
Find place in Bertha's boſom. 
BER THA. 
The guilty ſecret. —To diſſemble now 
Were unavailing. Hear then, Ezhelbert, | 
A ſecret ſtory, which I thought no pow'r of fortune 
Keen harrowing up my fleſh, had ever taught 
This tongue to utter, that the heart of Bertha 
More than the light, and air, and hopes of heav'n 
Loves thee. Thou art it's ſpring, it's vital heat. 
On ev*ry pow'r and function of my foul 
The waſting flame has prey'd; nine weary moons 
Have view*d my ſhame and ſorrows. s. 
' 2 +) © BTHELBERT) (6/7 
1 Do l awake? 

Can Mergiz's Gen, the pride of Saxon dames— 
—Sure, ſome illufwe demon mocks my ſenſe, 
With ſounds diffembled.” | 

| 2 BER THA. f 

f Hear me, King of Anglia; 

— The bonds are rent, that fetter'd my reſolves, 
Reſerve, and fear, and female decency.— | 
Where ſhall the ſpirit ſtay, that once bath dard 
An outrage on our ſex's pride, a ſhipwreck 
Of all we dearly prize; a bold avowal 
Of love illicit ?—By thoſe ſcalding tears, 
That flow, like Bellen lead, and ſcorch me up, 


I would not hurt thee; but my furious foul 
Stung with deſpair, and ſcorn, and ſelf-reproach, 
| May 
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May commune with the fiends, and call them round, 
To bathe in blood, and lay a ſcene of horror | 
That both our realms ſhallmourn to lateſt time. 


End of the firſt Ar. 
| | 
ie 
NN E. . 
An apartment in the Palace of Offa. 
56 - BERTHA alone, 17 
Wretch that I am! enſnar'd in paſſion's toil. - 
Deſires illicit winding round my heart, f 
Up- rear their dragon creſts ; hiſs in mine ears; 
And ſting my ſoul to death. Remorſe and ſhame 
Cling to me, like a veſtment dipt in venoms, 
Conſume my fleſh, thrill anguiſh thro' my frame, 
And taint the vital flood. Ve ſaints of grace, 
Angels of mercy, lend me force to break 
The dire enchantment.—Ethelbert.—Elfrida.— J 
It may not be.—Thoſe names together ſounded 
Are an accurſed ſpell, that conjures up 
The blackeſt forms of miſchief, Never, never 
By name, or hand, or nuptial rite, _E/frida 
With Ethelbert ſhall join. That fatal hour 
Heav'n witneſs to my vow, for Bertha dead 
Leads forth the fun'ral pomp. But bow avert | 
The blow? thoſe arts, which long delay'd it, fail, 
Fond of his daughter as he 1s, and bound | 
By ties of*plighted faith, my lord muſt yield. 


Ha !—to my wiſh this crafty ſtates-man comes 
Moſt opportune, =O welcome Sigebert. 


SCENE 
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n. II. 
BER THA anv SIGERERT. . She ſpeaks. 


Not leſs thy years mature in ſage experience 
Advance our Mercian weal, by peaceful arts, 
'Than conqu'ring Ofa by the blood-ſtain'd ſword. 
| SIGEBERT. - | 
My royal miſtreſs, ill this partial praiſe 
Suits a deſpis'd old man, There was a time, 
When Of yet was new to cares of ſtate 
And found his ſceptre heavy ; then, the voice 
Of Sigebert had pow'r. Tis feeble now, 
Midſt noiſe of youthful ſpirits, who confiding 
In what alone they underſtand, the ſword, 
Would ſend the man of peace, with droning monks, 
O'er books and beads to wear his life in cloiſters. 
Yet haply 'twere not ill for Mercia's peace, 
Might this poor voice be heard. | 


BERTHA. | 


In dear rememb'rance 
Of grateful thought, my lord retains the time, 
When, by thine influence led, th' afſembled chiefs 
Of Mercia's wide dominion haild him king, 
As yet a youth; ere his victorious arm 
Tore from th' uſurper's brow, the diadem. 
Yet now, the ſov'reign of a rival ſtate, 
A jealous ſpy, and antient enemy, 
Can biaſs him, with more prevailing ſway, 
Than thoſe, who form'd and led his early years, 
Thro' paths of glory to this height of pow'r, 
SIGEBERT, 


That ſm6oth and beardleſs king, with flowing hair, 
And glozing ſpeeches comely as his form, 
Hath won his heart.— Why, he will fit all night, 
To hear him touch the harp, and ſing ſoft ſongs 
Of love and dalliance. He, that had no joy, 

C ve 


7 0 any ETHELBERT. 


Save in the thought of war, and godlike dreams 
Of added empire, wears day after day 
In chace and frivolous delights, to pleaſe 
His gueſt ; as tho' he would become, like him, 
A ſtripling monarch. ee 
BERTHA. | 
Say, good Sigebert, 
How deems thy wiſdom of the nuptial league 
So ſoon to be complete ? 
© SIGEBRRT. 
) As of an act 
That, with a ſpend-thrift wantonneſs, repels 
Good fortune from our doors. The * * hour 
Offers, what never ſhall a future bring, 
To Mercia wealth, pow'r, and ſecurity. 
Ev'n now to Humber, and the northern main, 
Might Offa ſtretch his ſceptre. 
: BERTHA. 
Well and juſtly 
Haſt thou conceiv'd, what Mercia's weal demands. 
Shall Ofa, greateſt monarch of this iſle, 
Beſtow the darling of his hopes and cares 
On the poor ſov'reign of a petty ſtate, | 
Which only holds a Kingdom's ſounding name, 
By his forbearance ? | | 
en co; 
Why ſhould Anglia lean, 
On Mercia, as a prop, when wiſer counſels 
Might turn her weakneſs to our ſtrength? ſubjected 
To Mercia, the would yield, not crave ſupport; _ 
And prove belt feather in her eagle wing 
For conqueſt imp*d.—Why feed the hungry foil 
Of Anglia with our fatneſs? and engraft 
On the firm trunk of the majeſtick oak 
That ſhades the plain, and yields to beaſt and trav'ler 
Shelter and food; an unproductive bramble? 


BERTHA. 
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'Tis yours alone from ſuch diſgrace to fave 
Your native land. And ſhould your happy arts 
And influence o'er the king avert the blow— 
What praiſe, good Sjgebert, were yours ? 

SIGEBERT. 

The taſk, the praiſe be thine; for who, like wwe 
Can Offa*s ſpiric temper 2--ſince the day 
Thy dazzling beauties from the gloomy thought 
Of Emma dead, and ſtern ambition's care, | 
Recall'd him fieſt to tread the flow ry paths 
Of love and pleaſure.— Genius of his ſoul 
Enthron'd ſupreme; thy hand can miniſter 
It's elements and ſeaſons; bid them ſwell 
To vex the land with ſtorm, or ſooth them down, 

In melting calm, and folt*ring influence. 
— 0 | BERTHA. 

True, I'may ſomething boaſt ;—yet, far too highly 
You rate my w'r; for with contending ſway, 
My rival in his heart, Erida's craft 
Will with inſidious tears th* impreſſions mar 
That I have labour'd. Thus, with ſilent lapſe, 
The ſtealing waters from the flinty rock 
Efface the graver's toll. 

SIGEBERT. 
Oh doubt not thou 
My zealous efforts ; and if I retain 
Pow'r with my lord, the next autumaalſun 
That ſhine on Anglia ſhall embrown her harveſts 
For Offa, a and their reapers hail him king. 
BERTHA. i 

Behold, my lord approaches. On his brow 
Care is imprinted, and his whole demeanour 
Marks the fierce conflict of alternate paſſions 
That rend the wav'ring mind. I will retire. 

But thou the ſubject of our preſent converſe 
Urge home with timely ſuit, and heav'n to ſpeed. 
| [Exit Bertha. 


C2 SCENE 


\ 
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S C E N E III. 
Offa and Sigebert. 


OFFA. [afide.] 

Deluſive phantom of o'erweening pow'r, 
What art thou ? Can'ſt thou fill the boundleſs wiſh ? 
feel thou can'ſt not; for each new poſſeſſion 
Serves but to goad me, with increaſe of appetite, 
To ſeek extended empire. What is fame 
What is this unſeen bleſſing which bids kings 
Defile their hands with blood, and wear their days 
In care and tumult? *Tis the giddy ſhout 
Of worthlefs multitudes, or venal ſong 
Of minſtrel chanted at the revel board. 
What is the with, which my recoiling mind 1 1 
Scarce to herſelf confides, which like a viper 

\ Half peering from it's dark retreat ſtarts back, 

As of the gaze impatient ? night by night, 
With thoughts envenom'd my repoſe to ſting, 
It lurks beneath my pillow. Th' hour is come. 
I muſt decide, for with a lover's ardour, 
Which may not be delay'd, young Ethelbert 
Demands completion of our royal word. 
— Shall I then ſtain with guiltleſs blood the laurels 
So dearly purchas'd ? and forego the praiſe, 
From virtuous deeds redounding, which ſurvives 
In good mens hearts, and like the precious incenſe 
On God's high altar laid, afcends to heav'n ? 


Seeing SIGEBERT. _ 
Oh ſave me, Sigebert; thou com'ſt in time, 
To ſave me from myſelf. Ne'er did my foul 
80 need thy counſels. 
_ SIGEBERT. 
Wherefore ſhould I ſpeak ? 
Alas, my lord, there was a time, when Sigebert 
Might ſpeak, with confidence; but well he knows 


That age which weighs his body to the duſt _ 
| | Hath 
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Hath humbled his repute ; and ſhould his counſe 
Be now requir'd, tis but to ſooth his pride, 
An old man's pride, in gratitude perhaps 
For ſervice p 
. OFFA. 
| In proof how much I prize 
Thy counſels, hear, what pride would fain conceal ; 
Thy maſter's mind, which never, with deſign, 
From virtue ſwerv'd before, now fluctuates 
*Twixt good and ill, and entertains a doubt 
If faith ſhould bind a monarch, 
SIGEBERT, 
| And a king 
oy noting juſtly entertain a doubt 
If faith ſhould bind him, when the ſtrict obſervance 
Would contrayene the welfare of his ſtate. 
OFPA, i 
Have I then publiſh'd laws, and taught my ſubjects 
To know and venerate the ſacred bounds, 
Of right and wrong, and led the fiery ſpirits 
Nurs'd in the camp and train'd in acts of outrage, 
To cheriſh decent order, and perform 
The offices from man to his brother due? 
And ſhall I be the firſt to break the ties 
I have myſelf ordain'd, and ſtand th example 
Of wolfith violence or ſerpent fraud? | 
_SIGEBERT. 
As in his ſtation from the private ſubject 
The monarch differs ; he muſt likewiſe vary 
His rules of life. His virtues and his wiſdom 
Are diff*rent far, from what the names import 
In meaner men, ſince he for others lives, 
Not for bimſelf, and what in private life 
Were heinous crime, in ſov'reigns may become, 
Sanction'd by public weal, a virtuous deed. 
I ſpeak with boldneſs, ſince my gracious lord 
Gives ſcope and licenſe to his ſervant's 3 Th 
| hah 0 
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Would you the rankling thorn, which fair occaſion || 
Bids pluck from Mercid's fide, implant for ever 
Bane of her peace and ſafety? | 


OFFA. 


Sigebert, 
Thy voice e hath rous'd a thought, which I had taſk'd 
My force to ſmother. To the ſhores of ocean 
Anglia poſſeſt would ſtretch the bounds of Mercia. 
Bur Ethelbert is valiant, brave, and wiſe, | 
And never, but with life will he reſign 
His lineal ſceptre. In my dreams ambition, 
A giant ſpectre clad in panoply, 
Stands at my couch, and with his brandiſh'd ſpear 
Dazzles my fight. His mouth a ſubtle flame 
Exhales, that fills my boſom. To my hand 
Methinks he gives a chalice ; with the blood 
Of Ethelbert tis fill'd; he bids me quaff it; 
Then ſhrieks, in ſounds, which on my waking car 
Vibrate, © remember he is in thy pow'r.”? 


SIGEBERT. 


The public mind from Ofa's fame demands 
A race of glory, Well haſt thou begun ; 
But much remains beneath one common head, 
To join the Saxon pow*rs, diſcordant parts 
Each weak*ning other of one feeble maſs. 
In laſting fleep the ſword ſhall reſt ; and peace 
Cloath all our hills with verdure ; and our ſhips 
Shall croſs the deep, to ſeek on diſtant ſhores 
New arts and comforts. Late poſterity 
Shall ſay—'twas Offa made the ſons of _— 
Renown'd and happy. | 


OFFA. 


Vainly, ſhall my cares 
Wake for the peace of Mercia, while from Anglia, 
With northern pirates leagu'd, the hungry borderers 
Pour like à deluge on our fertile plains. 


In vain, my pow r hath to his mountain holds K A 
| Repell'd 
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Repell'd the Cambrian as his native ſtream 
Fierce and impetuous. In vain, my rampart 
Rears his majeſtic length, to curb the foe, 
From the wide outlet of the winding Dee, 
To where the Wey, with ſounding torrent, joins 
The Severn's mighty march. 
| SIGEBERT. = 
Thoſe aged knees 
I bend, which never bow'd before to man. 
Not for myſelf I pray {my ſand of life 
Hath little ſpace to run, and only ſeeks 
Leiſure and grace, to call my ſins of youth, 
To ſolemn audit,) for thy future fame, | 
And for thy ſubjects, and their childrens children, 
For whom the preſent hour to lateſt time 
May peace and wealth ſecure, with ſupplications 
Humble, as men ſhould to the deity 
Prefer, I kneel. 
OFFA. | 
Ariſe ; for good or ill 
Thy voice decides the conflict, Call E/frida, 
| Exit Sigebert. 
I muſt poſſeſs my daughter of our purpoſe. 
Her young affe&ions are on Ethelbert 
So fix'd and rivetted, that it will need 
A parent's whole authority, combin'd | 
With ſofteſt blandiſhment and fond perſuaſion 
To mold her will obedient to my wiſh. 


CORES. 


To him Sigebert returns with Elfrida, 


ELFRIDA. 


L learn from venerable Sigebert 
My father ſeeks my preſence; and have haſted 


To know his honour'd will. 
| OFPA. 
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OFFA. 

| . Attend, my child. 
Thou ſtill haſt been obedient to my with, 
And, well thou know'ſt, with fond ſolicitude 
have prevented thine. The hour is come, 
(If an indulgent father's tenderneſs _ 
May challenge a return,) to ſhow thy mind 
Nor heedleſs, nor ungtateful to his love. 

ELFRIDA. 
Why fhould my father thus, with circumſtance, 

And hint imperfect, half reveal his will, 
And half withhold ; as doubtful of my duty? 
Heav'n knows this heart, my daily oriſons 
| Have been, in thought, and deed, to pleaſe my father. 


OFFA. 


Well, I will prove thee then. Canſt thou reſign 
The wiſh moſt inward to thy heart, which hope 
Hath, like a child, it's mother's pride and toy, 
Nouriſh'd with amorous thoughts, and images 
Of fond delight? I know the ſacrifice 
Moſt painful; well I ſee th' impaſſion'd ſtorm. 
*Tis, as | ſhould command thee pierce thy heart; 
Or tear the precious apple from an eye. 

But what were duty? what, in fight of heav'n, 
Ine palm of virtue, were it's practice eaſy ? 
You ſtart and tremble. 
ELFR DA. oy: 

| Oh ! my deareſt father. 
You taught me firſt to look on Ethelbert, 
As on my future lord. My heart is his 
More than my own; but *twas my father's boon 
Not mine; and now, it may not be recalld. 
Part ot my being, with my heart ſtrings *twin'd 
Is the ſtrong tie, that binds me to his fate. 
Like a young plant, my love for Anglia's king 
Hath grown beneath your hand; you ſaw it riſe, 
And daily water'd it, with laviſh praiſe 


of 


OFFA any ETHELBERT. 23 


Of his endowments. Would you root it up, | 
And caſt it forth, now, in the. blooming promiſe 
Of fair and golden fruit? this fatal change 
Your words import. 31 

OFF A. 


Now anſwer me, £/frida, 
Meet were it, that the father to the child 
Should render ſtrict account, of all the motives, 
That actuate his will? Suffice to ſay ; 
Dear as my life I prize thy happineſs. 
But reaſons cogent founded in the weal 
Of Mercia's ſtate, and prudent policy, 
SIGEBERT. 
Yes, beauteous maid, 
Moſt nearly it concerns the good of myriads 
Preſent and future, that the highborn daughter 
Of Mercia ſhould reje the proffer'd nuptials 
Of Anglia's monarch. Maidens, in their ſongs 
Thy praiſes ſhall rehearſe; and learn'd hiſtorians, 
Amongſt illuſtrious dames that ſav'd their country, 
Record Elfrida. 
ELFRIDA. 


Why is this? What monſter ' 
For light too hideous lurks in myſtery ? 
Why am I thus beſet ? upon my knees, 
O lov'd, rever'd, dear author of my being, 
To thee I fall. Behold my ſtreaming tears ; 
Spurn me not from thee ; by the fainted ſhade 
Of my departed mother. By the charge 
Giv'n with her laſt embraces, when ſhe join'd 
Our hands in hers, then, cold and damp with death, 
And ſaid “ Be kind to this, the firſt-born pledge 
Of our chaſte loves.” If e' er my natal hour 
With joy ſuffus'd thy cheek ; or on thy heart 
Parernal tranſport ruſh'd, as from the fight 
Return'd and red with wounds, to thee | ran, 
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And clung around thy knees all cas'd in mail, 
Then in thine arms tir'd from the work of death, 
Stooping you caught me, and in tender paſſion 
Strain'd to your boſom, whence the blood of foes, 


Flow'd undiſtinguiſh'd from your own, and painted 


With crimſon ſtreaks your cuiraſs. 

OFFA. | 

Riſe, my daughter, 
I cannot hear thee plead, and may not grant 
Remiſſion of my purpoſe ; well thou know'ſt 
Thy ſorrows rend my heart; yet were I weak, 
And all unworthy of the crown I wear, 
Should ev'n my tenderneſs to thee, whoſe grief, 
I would moſt gladly with my own redeem, 
Retard me from purſuit of Mercia's weal, 


ELFRIDA. 


Ere yet I riſe, O hear all righteous heav'n, 
The ſolemn vow breath*d from a virgin's lips, 
Which in due oriſon, both ev'n and morn, 
Have ſought the throne of grace; if I muſt yield 
My lord betroth'd, the huſband of my choice, 
To that authority, which never yet 
I dar'd to queſtion ; then, the ſpouſe of God, 
From this deluſive world will I retire 
A cloiſter'd votary, and in humble weeds 
To bid my beads, and chaunt the ſolemn rites, 
And pray, that thou, and Ethelbert may live 
Proſp'rous and happy; or a requiem ſing 
To fouls of flaughter'd wretches, who have fal'n 
In fields embattled, victims of the pride, 

And avarice of kings. Theſe little charms 
Faſting and vigils ſhall conſume, theſe robes 
And tinſel ornaments to ſackcloth change. 

| OFFA. 

Oh riſe my daughter. Sure, a ſpirit of heav'n 
Speaks thro? thine organs, for mine alter'd foul 
Now loaths, as ſinful, what it late purſued 


As 
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As wiſe and laudable; ye-pow'rs of grace 
Be ever bleſt, that in due time recall'd 
My wandering feet; ere yet the fatal meſhes 
of error's net had ſnar'd them paſt redemption. 
1721911404 2  SIGEBERT. " ** 
What then is man ! and what are his reſolves? 
A feather toſt by ev'ry vagrant gales. * 
Thus fades the air · built pile of Mercia's greatneſs, 
Puff *d into nothing, by a puling maiden, 
With a few love ſick ſighs. What I bad labour'd 
For years, to raiſe, Let wilt I not deſpair; 
Ambition has relax'd, not yielded Whole 
Her powers on Ofe's mind; I will eſſay him, 
And find occaſion apt hen glorious pride 
And prudence ſhall in reaſon's balance weigh, 
A kingdom's value, with a woman's tear. 
+ © Exit Gigebert, 
 » Offa, Ethelbert, and Elfrida. 
OFFA, 
Oh king of Anglia, timely art thou come. 
Here, gallant Ethelbert, receive my daughter, 
A preſent worthy of a king to give 
And king to take. Reach me thy hand, E/frida. 
Long hath this plighted hand been thine, by promiſe, 
Now *tis thine own, indeed. May bounteous heav'n 
With bleſſings crown your union,—As the bond 
Of marriage makes you one, fo may the ties 


Of holy peace and nuptial amity 
Unite our kingdoms to the lateſt time. 
ETHELBERT. 

My boſom labours, with it's mighty freight 
Of wild tumultuous joy. A bliſsful faintneſs 
Shuts up my ſenſes, ſtops my failing breath, 
Dazzles my ſight, and tingles in mine ears.— 

Elfrida 
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Elfrida mine! hear it thou ambient air, 
And waft it to the ſkies ; that cherubim | 
May catch the ſound, and join in choral warblings, 
Elfrida mine | behold it, ye chaſte ſtars, | 
And ſhed your happieſt influence; urge your ſpheres, 
With ſwifter pace to roll their cycles on, 7 
And bring the bliſsful hour. My gratitude, 
For ſpeech too mighty, ſhall be ſhown in deeds. 
| ELFRIDA. 

If, Ethelbert, my tongue, by ſecret fear, 
And maiden ſhame reſtrain'd, hath hitherto 
Been ſilent; deem not thence Elfrida's love 
Leſs warm, or tranſport at this bleſt event. — 
My lord, my father ; now, thou haſt, indeed, 
Approv'd thyſelf a father, gentle, kind, | 
As thou wert ever; and a ſecond time 
Being on me confer'd ; for while I live 
This frail exiſtence hangs on Etbelbert. 

OFFA. 


What tranſport fills my boſom ! full contentment, 

How ſweet thy ſmiles, thou child of rectitude. 
As to her handmaid elm the wedded vine 
Clings and unites, may thou to Erhelhert / 
The pious Egbert, who from Litchfield ſways 
With hallow'd croſier Mercja's church, tomorrow 
With pray'rs devout and tuneful pſalmody 

Of nuptial hymn ſhall bleſs your mutual yows. 


[Exeunt. 


End of the ſecond Act. 
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A magnificent chapel of antique ſtructure . 
2 a marriage ceremony. Etbelbert and EI. 
frida with their attendants, pricſts, and choriſters. 


—A nuptial ſong is performed. 
NUPTIAL SONG. 


I. 
Come ſmiling peace, and piety, and truth 


For ever blooming in eternal youth. 
Awhile forſake your lov'd abode ; 
Whether, fr fr om hermit*s cell, | 
With pray'r, | 
Tour 72 bright and fair, . 
In tuneful —— ye ſeek the throne of God; 
Or not leſs pure, 
The flde, and bengeal 

Ids, and homeſte the ny 
T he grove, and ſloping 0 happy foo 
With paths delighted 77% tread ; 
Soon ye feeet ftrangers come, and long remain ; 
And deign with kings in courtly bow'rs to ale wwe 


II. 


To bleſs the rites, oh come ye ballow'd band ; 

And on this gentle pair, with bounteous hand, 

fe bright and 28 treaſures pour 
cher t 


Or gems, 
2 royal diadems, 
he virtuous thought, and ſe ky hour, 
Compleat and whole / Kerr 
According uniſon of ſoul. 
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Let waving plenty crown their pea ant's tail 
Oh baniſh ſrom ibeir agr hou 

Famine, and fear, and hoſtile rage. 

Let heav'n with eyes benign regard the ſoil, 
And bid their children's fons the ſteptre hold. 


Alter the nuptial ſong performed, Of enters in great 
wwe” OP _ agitation with Sigebert, 


OFFA, gf. WR 

Oh beauteous ſcene of peace ; ambition down ; 
Why wilt thou warp my ſpirit? let me tread 
The bleſſed paths of virtue, and partake 
Theſe children's happineſs. Oh then relent.— 
Wilt thou with impious hands, thou ſavage man, 
Rend the predeſtin d ties, which heav'n has knit? 
Wilt thou o'er this fair proſpect, like a fiend | 
Sail wrapt in ſtorm, a! blight, and peſtilence ? ? 
To mar it all, and turn the notes of joy, 
Which cherubim might ſhare, to groans of anguiſh. 
oh Sigebert, Oh Bertha, your an, 
Have ſunk too deep. Refiftleſs influence 
The pow'rs malign predominate. In vain 
My heart recoils. What fate decrees muſt come. 


[He advances from the fide ſcene to the front 
of the Stage]. | 

Break off the rites, reſerve the nuptial vow, 

For happier hour, and omens. Now, the ſtars 

With aſpect red frown on our work. E/frida, 

Retire. You marvel, prince, but know that cauſes 

Moſt urgent, and ſuch high authority 

As I may not gainſay, demand this change. 
ETHELBERT, 

Is this then Ofa's faith know, King of Merc, 
In ſight of heav'n I hold Elfrida mine; | 
And never, but with life, will I refign 
The dear poſſeſſion. No, this little arm 


In ſuch a . — will hurl the thunder's force | 
* Againſt 
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Againſt oppoſing breaſts, and guard my claim 
Tho' thouſands ſtood array d, in phalanx fim, 
Thy creatures. Think not, tho' thy realm outweighs, 
In ſtrength my Anglia, this moſt cruel wrong 7 
Shall unreveng'd be borne. Rage will ſupply. _ + 
What fails in force. | | 
5 OFFA. 8 
Young prince, you talk this welt. 
But ne'er ſhall threats, when other motives fail, 
The ſoul of O ſway.—Reſtrain thy rage. 
A future moment, haply, may concede 
What from thy wiſh the preſent hour withholds.  -* 
ELFRIDA. cor 
Oh wretched princeſs! from what heighth of hap- 
ineſs - I 
Art thou caſt down ? My woes like famiſh'd wolves 
Wait to devour me. O my lord, my huſband.— 
My father !—ſhall theſe dear and tender names, 
Which I ſo fondly cheriſh'd, prove but titles 
Of ſorrow and deſpair ? and ſhall the ties 
Which ſeem'd by hand of angels wove, to draw 
Me kindly to you both, prove racking cords * 
To ſtrain my heart afunder? nature, nature, 
Duty, and love, oh whom ſhall I retounee? 1 
Whom follow? ev'ry way, oh moſt undone. — 
Can I renounce thee, Ethelbert, whoſe love 
I tender more than life? and O my father, agel 
Can I begin to ſtand in bold rebellio n 
Againſt that will I neꝰer oppos'd before? 
wet | rf 911 
Theſe tranſports are moſt vain, Retire Eyrida. 
Forbear the ſight of Angha's king. Remember, 
Obedience prompt in this, thy father deems 
Teſt of thy duty. 244 4 
ELFRIDA. 
Sooner from their orbs 
Tear forth theſe eyes, with all their bleeding cords. 
Can 
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Can mifſers yield their treaſures? can the matron 
Give to the ruffian's ſword her only child, 
Price of her travail, nurſeling of her hopes ? 
Here let me fink, and loſe all ſenſe and feeling . 
Of what I was, what am, and what may be. 
T_ 

Virgins, attend your miſtreſs hence. No more 

Elfrida ; on thy life, wake not my wrath. ; 
ELFRIDA 


Oh! cruel father, Prince, we muſt become 
Dead to each other; ſo my father dooms, 
No more to meet, ſpeak, love or ev'n to think, 
That thus we lov'd, and thus we bade adieu. 
Yet furely we ſhall meet; there is a place 
For wretched ſouls from vile exiſtence freed. 
And oft the ſpirit which ſhall wing it's flight 
Before the kindred mind, ſhall ſeek it's mate, 
And whiſper it away, and imp it's plumes, 

To reach the bleſt abode. - ts 

ETHELBERT. 
| The fire hath paſt, 

That fed my paſſion, as the light'ning brief. 

And now melt in ſoftneſs feminine; 

And feeble as a chidden babe, could ſeek 

The mean relief of tears. A tedious ſleep 
Hangs on each ſenſe, and weighs down all my pow'rs. 
Muſt I then ſend thee from me? go in peace; 

And heav'n's eternal bleſſings on thy head. 


(Excunt ſeverally Erbelbert and his attendants, and 
Ifrida with ber virgins ; the prieſts and choriſters 
retire; manent Qa and Sigebert.) | - 
> Ci RE 0 
| OFFA. 


The die is caſt,—What have 1 done ? O Sigebert, 


This act is thine. Thy counſels have W 
- v'n 
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' Ev'n to the brink and edge, where yawns below 
A dreadful precipice. Here let me ſtand 
Collected, ſummon all my wand'ring thoughts, 
And fathom (if I can) with ſtedfaſt eye 

The gulf before me. | 


SIGEBERT. 


Can the mighty Offa, 
The child of war, the minion of renown, 
When glory calls him with her awful voice, 
Refuſe to hear ? when pow'r imperial woos 
With lofty charms, avert his loathing eyes ? 
When countleſs treaſures only wait his graſp, 
Cloſe and withdraw his hand ? oh diff*rent far, 
Were Ofe's thoughts, when with victorious arm 
Northumbria's creſt he ſtruck, and from his ſway 
A province tore; or when, the Kentiſh bands 
Quelld and confounded, wide his banners wav'd 
In conquer'd Aldrict's plains. Far diff rent then, 
When haughty Kenwolf rival of his might 
Eſſay'd in arms what Mercia coula, and ſunk. 


OFFA. 


The quick and fiery pow'r of intellect, 
With ſudden change, now fluctuates here, now there, 
Like northern lights along the ſtarry cope 
That ſhooting tremulous forebode the ſtorm— 
The ſtorm indeed: alternate paſſions rage 
Tempeſtuous through my ſoul ; as *twere a ruſh 
They bend the rooted purpoſe. Rugged virtue 
Hardy and firm, the growth of many years, 
Shakes at the blaſt, and on the ground will ſtrew 
Her verdant honours. 
SIGEBERT. 
To preſerve.them rather | 

Refreſhing dews ſhall come, and foſt' ring gales ; 
The tears of pleaſure, and the glad acclaims 
Of Mercia's people, for their peace ſecur'd 
To late poſterity, ſhall on your laurels _ 

| | D Deſcend, 
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Deſcend, and ſoftly breathe, and bid them riſe © 
With bolder growth, and hide their heads in heav n. 
But pardon me, my lord, this wav'ring mood 
Unworthy all of thee, with wonder fills 

Thy faithful ſervant. Of@'s mighty thoughts 
Were wont difclaim the weakneſs feminine 

Of doubt and ſudden change, and like his ſword 
Keen, bright, unbending, seek, to their mark 


With prompt deciſion flew. 
OFFA. 
And well they might. 


For plain and obvious hitherto the path _ 
Before me ſtretch'd; and in the ſame abode 
Fame, int'reſt, virtue dwelt. But now disjoin'd 
Their dwellings wide, and intricate the way, 
Beſet with thorns and dark with miſt and Ia, 
That leads to each. —Retire, good Sigebert, 
Behold our queen-—Somewhat of import high 
To us, or to the ſtate dwells on her mind, 
Which to diſcloſe ſhe has our private car 

This day ſolicited. In ſome ſhort ſpace 

Let valiant Ella wait upon our leiſure. 


(Exit Sigebert. 
80-2 0E I. 
OFFA 


Bertha come near,—nay why is this? your looks 
Are blank with ghaſtly fear; your trembling limbs 
Scarce bear you, with a ſlow reluctant pace. 

Of late I mark, with bitterneſs of ſoul, 
That care or ſickneſs from your florid cheek 
Hath chac'd the bloom of health, and lively chear. 


BERTHA. 


Indeed *tis true, my mind with ſecret care 
Hath been o'er-labour'd ; and this feeble frame 1 
f | 3 
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Hath ſuffer'd with its inmate. Many a night 
Theſe lids have been eftrang'd from balmy * 
Or if perchance with watching overpower' d 
In ſlumbers brief I ſunk, terrific dreams 
Have render'd reſt more weariſome than toil. 
| OFFA. 

Oftimes have you profeſt to tell me tidings 
Of import ſtrange z but, ever, as you ſeem'd 
Addreſt to ſpeak,' and I attentive ſtood, 
Your pale lip quiver'd, on your falt ring tongue 
Th' imperfe& accents died; and as I urg d you 
To ſpeak with confidenee, in faint low ſounds, 
You murmur'd forth—the hour is not yet come. 
Ev'n now you ſtart—and the ſharp glance of horror 
Contracts your eyes, as tho' within their orbits _ 
They would retire from day, and loſe their functions. 


_ BERTHA. ade.) 

The pow'rs of ill poſſeſs my ſoul. The demons 
Of falſehood forge and faſhion Bertha's organs 
To ſounds pernicious. Know my gracious lord— | 
Il cannot ſpeak. Some ſaving pow'r may yet 
Redeem me e myſelf. 
| OFFA. 

Still do you tremble? 
The changing hues alternate on your cheek. 
BERTHA. dl.) 

'Tis done. Tis paſt. He may not live for m me, 
And ſhall not for another for Erida.— 
Remorſe, thou vain intrader, down. — No more.— 
Now thou art dead.— The door is clos'd for ever 
On pity, as on hope. | 

| | OPA. 
Will you not ſpeax? 
22 trifle thus with ay impatience ? 
Ob. ak How wild her looks! Some dreadful thing 


Sure, 6 that with a front * 
us 
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Thus ſtrange and hideous in the prologue threatens. 
ev'ry bleffed ſaint, and miniſter 
of light, I charge thee, ſpeak. 
BERTHA. 
— Well, I have ſteel'd 
My heart with courage ; to reveal a ſtory, 
Which ſome what criminal J hold myfelf 
So long from thee concealing ; yet my mind 
Scarce yields to credit ſuch a tale, related 
Of him, whoſe outward form and royal birth 
Promiſe exalted hopes, and princely virtues. 
But night by night, in monitory dreams, 
Thine image faint and bleeding at my ide 
Is ever a 


OFF A. 
Heav'ns can Ethelbert— 
—Yet wherefore ſhould I doubt ? when he from Qa 
No thought of peril harbours. —He, as falſe 
And fabulous would hold th? intelligence 
Of what works in this boſom. —Oh proceed. 


BERTHA. 


| com few nights. ſince, two of the virgins neareſt 
By duty to my perſon, in the ſhade, 

After a ſcorching day, enjoy*d the freſhneſs 

Of welcome eve. —* Twas where the grove of beech 
Bounds the wide orchard ground, that white with 


bloſſom 
Impregnates now the breeze. 
oxra. 
I know the place; 


If I remember, there, my falcon loſt, 
And long thro* Mercia ſought in vain young, Eabald 


Recover'd on the topmoſt bough. 
BERTHA. 
| My virgins _ 
An uo ſought; and N. in carneit converſe 
Diſtinct 
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Diſtin& (for other ſound than whiſp'ring leaves 
And intermitted ſtrain of Nightingale 


Was none) conceal'd from them two men were heard; 


But by the voice familiar to their ears 
They knew old Ardulf and the king of Anglia.— 
Much Etbelbert complain'd of love delay'd, 
And tax'd thee with injuſtice. Hoary Ardulf, 
In age impetuous with the fire of youth, 
Urg'd him, by violence to ſnatch the prize, 
Which fair entreaties hitherto had fail'd 
To win.—* Occaſion prompts ; old Of's arm 
Hath loſt its nerve and pith.“ 
OFFA. 
Old Offa ſaid he? 
And that this arm had loſt its nerve and pith ? 
Oh they ſhall feel— 
BERTHA. 
Nay, good my lord be patient. 
Mercia (ſaid Arduſf) views, with fond delight, 
The rifing promiſe of thy gallant youth; 
For Ofa's ſons, their helpleſs infancy 
Bars them from hope or proſpect of a crown ;) 
And were El[frida thine, and Mercia's king 
At reſt within the tomb, to thee, his throne 
Were of aſcent molt eaſy. 
OFFA, 
What reply'd, 
To theſe ſuggeſtions Ethelbert ? | 
BERTHA. 
| As when 
A trav'ller from an hill, with ſudden view, 
Before him ſpread in proſpect fair, beholds 
A city, with its glitt'ring ſpires and tow'rs, 
And urges on his courſe, with double ſpeed ; 
Such eagerneſs the youthful king diſplay'd, 
To reach the tempting goal, which in perſpeQtive 


Before him lay ; ſure pledge of Anglia's greatneſs. 
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Your death was then detcrmin'd, and old Ardulf, 
Contriver of the miſchief, charg'd himſelf 

With its completion. Here, the fable night, 

Faſt cloſing round my virgins, warn'd them home. 

ws A) + OFFA, 
Enough was heard; and by the heav'nty pow'rs, 

Whoſe fure protection in th* embattled field 

Was ne'er withheld from Off, on the heads 

Of Ethelbert and Ardulf, ſball their guilt 

Be tenfold viſited. No more remorſe, 

No feeble wav'ring now. O Sigebert, 

I yield me to thy counſels whole. What Ella. 

BERTHA. 
Think on the ſmiling pledges of our love ; 

They graſp thy knees, they ſtretch their little arms, 
They cry to thee for ſafety. Think on Bertha ; 
Widow'd and ſad, the victim of her grief, 

And fierce Elfridg's rage; for well I know, 

She views me with ſuch hate, as ſtill purſues, 
From envious offspring of a former bed, 


The father's ſecond choice. ——Be prompt and firm. 


&.C.&. NM £... IV, 


Offa, Sigebert and Ella. 
OFFA. 


Brave Ella from my choſen bands ſelect 
Twice ten battalions. Haſte to Anglia's bounds, 
(Her preſent. ſtate of careleſs caſe ſupine 
Precludes reſiſtance.) Overſpread her plains; 
Till Domnoe”s* tow'rs beſide the roaring deep 
Receive your hoſt. There camp'd await my coming. 
— Wonder not but obey.—Yet more I would— 
But why does ſhame thus mantle on my check? 


he antient capital of Eaſt Anglia now overſſowed by the ſea. 
eee . —My 
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— My tongue is palſy d. Learn from Sigebert 
Thy further charge. 


[Exit Ofa. 
s c EN R v. | 
Sigebert and Ella. 
ELLA; 
A change fo violent 


And ſudden, from the feaſt and nuptial ſong 
To warlike reparation, and the ſhout 
Of martial fury ! 
| SIGEBERT. 
Muſe not, valiant E/la, 
Nor ſtand with folded arms in filence wrapt. 
The king hath wifely doom'd. The hour is come, 
That adds Eaſt Anglia with her fea-beat 
To Mercia's realm. On every fide ſecure, 
Bounded by mighty rivers or the ſea, 
Compleat and whole, a fortreſs in herſelf, 
Our land ſhall ſcorn invaders. To maintain 
This glorious prize indiſputably ours, 
An act of prompt and neceffary "Sy 
Requires thy faithful fword ; which, if thy breaſt 
With love and duty to thy royal maſter, 
Or patriot virtue glows, thou wilt not now 
Withhold. 
ELLA. 


When was the day, that EHa's 1 
If glory call'd, or duty to his king, 
Slept cold, or unperforming in bis hand ? 


SIGEBERT. 

Young Ethbelbert muſt fall. —Nay ſtart not back. 
Thy country's weal demands it, Open force 
Were vain.— To yon dark ſhade at early dawn 
And oft at cloſing eve, doth he reſort, 


Thither to chear his lonely hours, if fame X 
rr 
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Err not, the bright E/frida too repairs. 

The path from hence is dark and intricate ; 

The ſpreading trees, in cloſe embrace o'erheard, 
Unite their tops; and from their rugged arms, 
Impervious to the ſight, in fragrant wreaths 

The tufted woodbines hang. The place is apt— 
The king's command is poſitive. More ſpeech 
Were needleſs, when intelligence with duty 
Combines, as in thy ſoul. 


| | [I kExit Sigebert. 
3 N E. VI. | 
| ELLA. (alone ) 
Oh wretched Ella / 


Why wert thou ſingled out for ſhame? What act 
In thy long life of warfare branded thee, 

By cruelty or baſeneſs, for the taſk 

Of an aſſaſſin? Shall this truſty ſword, 

My lov'd companion for twice twenty years 

In toil and danger, which was never brandiſh'd, 
Save when in open fight I met my fo, 
And face to face, be ſtain'ꝰd with guiltleſs blood ? 
Amonarch's blood—young—gentle—wiſe and brave? 
Ma may kill; but never ſhall debaſe 

Old Ella with the name of murderer. 


SCENE VI. 


Ardulf and Ella. 


ARDULF. 


A ſtir unuſual through the court of Mercia 
Reſounds ; her warriors muſter, as for battle. 
Some furbuſh up their arms, ſome poiſe their ſpears, 
Some trap their fiery ſteeds. Where'er I turn, 
I meet ſuch hurried and amazed looks, 

As tho' the trumpet from the beacon ſounded, . 
n An 
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And warning fires on ev'ry ſummit glar'd, 40. 
To mark the foes approach How fares brave Ella? 

Thou canſt explain this myſtꝰ ry. What portend 
Theſe warlike preparations ?—Thou art fad. — 
Why thus avert thy face ? Methinks a tear 
Glitters in that ſtern eye, the dread of foes. 


| ELLA. [afide.] 
— Never before was Ella's boſom torn 

With ſuch conflicting paſſions.—Duty firſt 

To Mercia's king, through many a year of toil 

Ne'er diſobey'd ; then mercy and compaſſion ; 

Next honour's ſacred voice, which ſtill fupreme 

Hath ſway'd my ſoul ; and laſt religion's law ;— 

All adverſe to that duty.—For this time 

Va commands in vain.—True I am ſad. — 

I may not ſpeak the cauſe ; but truſt my tongue 

Tis worth a ſoldier's ſorrow, —For'the love 

I bear the young and gallant Ethelbert, 

Let him fly hence.—1 may not more reveal 

But mark my warning voice which ſounds not lightly. 


[ Exit Ella. 
SC BN EE” 
Ethelbert and Ardulf. 
ARDULF. 


My royal lord, I tremble at your ſtay, 
Each moment that you linger, by a hair 
The ſword terrific hangs. Nor you alone 
It menaces; but your devoted realm 
Muſt feel thoſe horrors, which the wild ambition 
Of Mercia's king diffuſes thro? our iſle ;— 
The ſmoke of cities burn'd, and harveſts waſted, 
The ſhrieks of violated maids, the cry 
Of widow'd matrons, and their orphan babes. 


ETHELBERT. 


I can believe whatever baſe or vile 
"Thy tongue can utter, or thy thoughts ſuggeſt 8 
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Of Mercia's king. He's ta en me in the toils.— 
Unveil'd I now can read the guilty purpoſe 
Of his diflembled love and ſpecious wiles ; 
And did not fair E/frida's angel form 
Cling round this heart, and melt my ſoul; the fword 
Should ſpeak my gratitude.. Ev'n to the beard, 
Would | — his perfidy, and write it 
In characters moſt plain and legible, 
On his imperious brow. 
ARDULE. | 
Not from the reſtleſs aims of wild nabition 
Thy danger only, but from female rage 
Of charms deſpis d reſentful. Pride, and ſcorn, 
And jealouſy combining all, will goad 
To madneſs Bertha's ſoul, and raiſe a flame 
ny blood alone can queneh. 


ETHELBERT. | 


Unhappy woman !— 
Juſt are thy fears from Bertha. Well I know 
What pangs, what hells her ardent ſoul endures ; 
While fierce and manly paſſions, with their war, 
O'erwhelm and harraſs the weak female form, 
Where ſhall the ſpirit ſtay, which thus hath dar'd, 
What woman boldeſt can? 
ARDULF. 

The time, my lord, 
Requires a en and prompt deciſion. 
Ev'n now the ſtorm may burſt; confirm your foul, 
To wreſtle with its fury. Wer't not good 
To fly this court, where ſnares ſurround your path, 
And on your native plains the ſtandard raife. 


ETHELBERT. 


That Ardulf be thy care—With fiery ſpeed 
Repair to Domnoe; ſummon all my pow'rs ; 


And from the ſwains, whoſe toil with waving —_ 
e 
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The bank of Humber cloaths, and from the train 
Whoſe finewy arms ſubdue the wave, and reap, 
Midſt dews of midnight and the howling ſtorm, 
Their harveſt from the deep, ſelect the prime. 
Soon will I join your force, whom th' only hope 
To bear E/frida partner of my flight 

Detains in Mercia. ̃ 

ARDULF. 

2 Here, I rooted ſtand 
Until I conquer. Thou muſt fly with Arduly. 
Iwill not ſupplicate thee, but command; 

(For ſure my years, my love, and ſervices 
May claim authority.) Thou muſt away.— 
Nay, look not ſtern, I will entreat thee then. 
If thou haft pity for thefe hoary hairs, 
Think on thy danger. *Tis not from ſurmiſe, 
Or anxious love, but grounded certainty 
I warn thee thus; thy treact*rous hoſt this night 
Some fatal blow deſigns. 
ETHELBERT. 

My worthy A4rdulf, 
Fear not; thou knowꝰſt that led by — Ofwy 
A brave and choſen ſquadron tends my ſteps, 
Sufficient to protect from force by day 
Or treachery by night. Heav'n combat with thee, 
And ſharpen thy good falehion. Looſe thine hold, 
Wake not my wrath for by th* immortal pow'rs 
I will not hence to night. | 


ARDULF. . 

Then ſharp enough 
My falchion is, to pieree a loyal heart, 
And ſpare theſe aged eyes the cruel ſcene 
To morrow's fun may ſhow. 

ETHEL BERT. 
On thy allegiance 

Forbear ; and if thine heart with love or pity 
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Beats for thine Erhelbert, (as ſure it dows,) 
Delay not thy departure. 
ARDULF. 
O my lord, 

I go ; but never with ſuch liſtleſs dy 
And heart ſo heavy, did old Ardulf ſeek 
The tented plain. I wont to feel more blith ' 
When trumpets ſounded to the —_ than youth 
Apparell'd for the dance, when min trels ſmite 
Th' enliv'ning harp. Farewell, my much lov'd lord; 
And O perhaps for ever 

ETHELBERT. N 

Nay, good Ardulf, 

Wound not my ſoul with mournful auguries. 
All will be well. Ere crimſon in the weſt 
The third reyolviug ſun ſhall cloſe his courſe ; 
Elfrida's radiant form and ſeraph ſmile _ 


Shall grace the camp of happy Ethelbert. | 
[Exeunt. 


Tn nd of the third ACT. 


Aan e IV. 


An Apartment in Offa's Palace. 
. ELFRIDA 
FORGIVE me, Nature, and ye hallow'd Pow” rs 
That watch o'er filial duty, pardon me, 
If in rebellion to my father's will 
I yield to love's command.—”Tis near the hour. — 
Lmuſt refle& ; for with perſuaſive accents 
That tongue to which my doating heart accords 
In 
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In perfect uniſon, will urge me ſoon.— 

To what ?—lI gaſp and tremble, and my brain 

Is dizzy at the thought.—O father, father, 

Lov'd awful name, muſt thou reſound no more, 
In matin orizon, or chant at eve, | 

From poor Elfrida's tongue !—O Ethelbert, 

My lord, my huſband, bo this heart muſt deem, 
Theſe lips muſt call thee ;—can I then forego— 


SCENE HU. 


Enter Ethelbert. 


|  ETHELBERT. — 
What gentle voice, in ſweetly plaintive tones 
Invokes the name of Etbelbert? 
Pp , 
ELFRIDA. - 
In ſooth, 


My thoughts as well as tongue were buſy'd whole 
With Ethelbert. 

ETHELBERT. 

4 For that, may gracious heav'n 
Show'r down its bleſſings on thee. Be the omen 
Propitious to my hopes. Alas you figh, 

Your face averted hides a guſhing tear. 

Why are you ſilent ? we} 

| ELFRIDA. 
How can I behold, 
How ſpeak to thee? when my relentleſs fire, 

With unprovok'd and cruel outrage, marrs 
The hope he nurtur'd. And when !] reflect, 

—— There is the mortal ſtab, what further ill 
He yet may meditate, with grief and ſhame 
O' erwhelm' d, ldread thine eyes. And then, each word 
Exchang'd with thee incurs a father's curſe, 
Sternly againſt our intercourſe denounc'd. 


ETHELBERT. 
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-—  ETHELBERT, [120 
The moments preſs, my love, your tyrant father 

Holds me a-captive here, who came his gueſt, 
His ſnares around me ſpread, and hour by hour 
Nearer he draws them. Should I now delay, 
Around my head they cloſe. In Merria's court 
This night if I remain, thine Erhelbert 
Sees not tomorrow's fan. Now is the time, 
To ſhow thy love ſincere, as thou haſt vow'd. 


Suge ELFRIDA. 
Sincere!—O Ezhelbert, thou little know'ſt : 
Would I might fleep away my ſpan of life, 
And only wake in heav'n to peace and thee. 


ETHELBERT. 
This hour eventful with my doom is fraught ; 


On it my life, and dearer far than life, 


My love depends. 
| ELFRIDA. 
Oh whither ſhall I fly ? 
To that thy ſpeech would draw me,—to thy camp? 
There, ſtern in arms th* embattled fquadrons breathe 
Revenge againſt my Sire. Soon will ye meet | 
Amidſt th* oppoſed files, your fatal fwords 
Aim'd at each others creft ; while I ſpectatreſs 
Of the ſad tragedy, muſt weep and bleed 
Whoe'er prevails. 
ETHELBERT. 
Wilt thou not ſhare my flight ? 
ELFRIDA. 

No—put a ponyard in £/frida's band, | 
To pierce her father's boſom !—Share thy flight! 
And join thy camp array'd in warlike pomp 
To triumph o'er my parent! Tho' I love thee 
More than the light of heav'n, and reft thy fight, 
Within a convent's gloom a widow'd mourner 
Will paſs my wretched days in tears and cries. 

| ETHELBERT 
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Why will you torture whom you love? Why ſeek 
Deſpair and grief? When hope and ſmiling days 
Hang on this hour, and croud for thine acceptance. 

| ELFRIDA. 

Reflect O prince, what dow'r ſhall ſad E/frida 
Bring to thine arms, a father's wounding curſe, 
That curſe, which never weak or n 
From lips parental falls. Oh me unhappy \ 
Return, ye days of childhood innocence, 

Smiling return. Then my lov'd father's praiſe 

In words ſpontaneous, to the ſounding chords 
Attemper'd flow'd, and caught the echoes round, 
And bade them learn the tale of hardihood, 

And teach the liſt*ning ſwains their monarch's proweſs. 


And oft the wing maiden, that with ſong 
Deceives the toilſome hours, would ceaſe the ſtrain 


Of love diſaſtrous or enchantment drear, 
To tell how Offa won the well-fought field. 
 ETHELBERT. | 
Can'ſt thou unmov'd behold my tears, my danger? 
Be thou obey d. Receive the ſacrifice 
Of this devoted life. | 
ELFRIDA. 

What means my love ? 
Can dangers threat the life of Ethelbert 
Nor touch E/frida ? | 

ETHELBERT, 

| Yes, let Offa come. 

I wait his cruelty ; for ſhe who ſways 
The deſtiny of Ezhelbert decrees it. 
Soon let him plunge the ſword, by black ambition 
Urg'd home, and pierce this unoffending breaſt, 
(Unleſs a faithful love and fond defires 
In Mercia's realm are fins,) for ſhe who prizes 
The treach'rous wiles of a remorſeleſs father 
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More than a lover's truth, and weighs the curſe 
By guilt and frenzy utter'd, *gainſt the life 
Of him who breathes for her alone, decrees it. 


n 


Enter to them Ebba and Tuftus. 


EBBA. 
Health to my lord! and would to heav'n, the 
tidings | | 
That Ebba bears might better grace his tongue. 
ETHELBERT. 


How ſay'ſt thou Ebba ? As thou paſs'dfrom Anglia, 
Met'ſt thou not Ardulf? On his valiant arm, 
In dangers often prov'd, my ſoul relies 
For — A from the ſtorm, which well I know 
Prepar'd to fall. | 
EBBA. | 
It has already fall'n. 
I met not Ardulf; haply, now a captive, 
Not for himſelf, but for his lord he mourns. 
Reſiſtleſs as a torrent o'er our plains | 
The Mercian armies ſpread. Some haſty levies 
To check their fury ſtrove, but broken ſoon 
And wide diſperſt through Anglia, their diſmay 
Encreaſe the gen'ral panic. 

JUSTUS, 
True, the paths 

That hence towards Anglia lead are all beſet 
With Ofa's ſcatter'd bands, who have in charge 
No leſs than the captivity or death 
Of royal Ethelbert ; but faithful Ardulf 
Hath ſcap'd their ambuſh. Favour'd by diſguiſe 
He ſought my hermitage, and bade me haſte 
To proffer an aſylum, where conceal'd 
You may remain, while through the land his care 
Collects a pow'r, which with th' invader ſoon 


Shall 
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Shall cope in open field. Meantime, *twere raſh 
And vain, t' expoſe your perſon. 

War A 
2 1. King of Anglia, 
The bluſh of ſhame for Offa's cruel wrong 
Glows on my check, and greatly ſhould 1 fear, 
Knew I not well thy juſt and noble nature, 
Leſt thou ſhouldſt hate me, for my father's crimes ; 
Yet, what I can, —Alas | poor expiation | 
Of guilt ſo mighty. Let the Daughter's love 
Thy ſuff rings from the Sire atone. 


ETHELBERT. 


| Is this 
Atonement only? This poor expiation 
Of ſuff rings from thy Sire? Propitious hour, 
Thou haſt afſur'd the bleſſing which outweighs - 
Long years of bondage with the fetter'd ſlave, . 
Or exile from the face of day in dungeons 
Where light hath never pierc'd. . | 
ELFRIDA. 

While yet I hop'd 
That Ofa might relent, nor peril fear'd 
To thee ; my filial love, with fond delay, 
Excuſe oppos'd ; but now, with alter'd mind, 
Thy danger ſeen, I urge thy flight prepar'd ; 
The partner of whatever good or ill 2 
Remains for thee in ſtore.— Thy realm laid waſte— 
An ambuſh for thy life lend him your wings 
Angels of light, that bear th* Almighty's mandate 
Through heav'n, and earth, and ſea.—Haſte, haſte, 

my love, | 
Thy will alone is mine. Icome—I fly 
1 JUSTUS. 

The moments preſs my lord; the ſun declines. 
Behind yon hills; and, through the waving trees, 
Diſarm'd of half his fire, the crimſon orb 
Shoots a departing luſtre, and illumes, 4 

E $ 


of - 
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As with a thouſand lamps, the glitt ring eaſements 
Of hall and armoury.— Th impending night 

Muſt well be huſbanded; her friendly veil 

Alone can promiſe fafety. Faithful Ebba 

Will guide you to my hermitage. I feel 

A ſpirit in os boſom urge me on er 

To ſeek the king of Mercia. With a tongue, 

By human greatneſs or the frowns of man 

Unaw'd, will I reproach him, Heav'n perhaps 
May make my voice an humble inſtrument 


' To call him home to piety and peace. 
i Exit Juſtus. 


SCENE . 


ELFRIDA. 


Alwina only ſhall partake my flight. 
She has been ever faithful. farewell 
Ve peaceful dear abodes of early prime: 
Ye bounded all my wiſhes once. I thought, 
Bleſs'd in my childiſh ſports and harmleſs thoughts, 
And a fond parent's ſmile, that heav'n itſelf 
Had nothing more to give. Alas how chang'd ! 
My bappinel. no more within myſelf * 
I find. It hangs on thee, O Erhelbert, 
My with no more within my father's walls 
Is bounded now. It flies abroad with thee, 
Uncertain what it would. And on the future, 
A die of dreadful import trembling waits. | 

. FE /ETHELBERT, 

Two hundred gallant ſpearmen tried in arms 
Shall guard us in our flight. Their fiery ſteeds, 
On Africk's ſands or rich Iberian plains, 

By dans ow were * With noſtrils wide 
They ſnuff the gale; and ſweep along the plain, 
Keen as the N blaſt. n 22 


N 2 
- 
4 : N 5 


EBBA. 
| Ere morrow's da 

We gain the hermitage; I know it well. 

A river with its ouzy waters round 

Impales an iflet, and approach denies, 

Save by a narrow cauſeway known to few, 

The hunter of the wild, or thoſe who, led 

By pious motives, with devotion's foot, 

The rev'rend place explore. From eyes profane 

A clump of oaks, coeval with the foil, 

An humble manſion hide, and round inſpire 

A gloom religious, ſuited to the life 

Of him who bides within; for there devote, 

To heav'n, or men whoſe thoughts on heav'n are 

bent A 

Long time hath Fuftus dwelt ; and from the ſoil, 

With his own hands, obtain'd ſuch ſimple food 

As nature for an aged frame requires ; | 

Preſery'd by temperance and tranquil thoughts , 

From languor and decay. 


ETHELBERT. 


Behold the queen. 1 
Let us retire. And Eöba, thou, when darkneſs 
Involves the face of things, collect my train 
And wait in filence, at the poſtern gate 
Behind the ſacriſty. With circuit wide 
Coaſting the palace walls, we thence may gain, 
By ſecret paths an unfrequented ford. 
Then, through the wpods that cloth the river's 
by 
We ſhape our courſe, and gain the hermitage. + 
| (Exeunt. 


 OFFA and ETHELBERT. 


SC FU E v. 
BER THA. 


4) they go out Bertha enters at the pole part of the 
* Stage ; ſpe looks car neſtiy after them. 7 


—Oh _ what haſtthou done? What web of 
004 te 
Haſt thou prepar*d 2—Ha ad the aN paſs'd— 
See—how ſhe hangs upon him! May perdition— 
—Ev*'n on the brink, and precipice they dream 
The main o'erhanging.—Soft the verdant turf, 
And gay the wild-flow'r flaunting o'er the verge; 
With treach*rous toil th* undermining wave 
Aſſiduous beats below, with ſudden craſh 
The ſoil unſtable mixes with the deep.— 
— Their love is innocent; but what is thine ? 
O foul; moſt foul !—Shall I then fly to O? 
Unſay the falſhoods of my.guilty tongue, 
And die in peace? And ſhall I then confeſs 
Such unexampled guilt ? That, ſhame forbids.— 
And ſhall they — o'er th* untimely grave 
Of miſerable Bertha ? Shall I join 
Their hands and fall a facrifice, to grace 
The nuptial rites —If I muſt fall, and ſure 
*Tis ſo decreed, their fall ſhall ſweeten mine.— 
Whene'er we doubt and heſitate on ill, 
The tempting fiend ſtill ſets before our eyes, 
And places in our reach apt inſtruments, 
That court our hand and make eee ſure. 
For lo, this en 0 


SCENE 
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Bertha and Sigebert. 


She continues to ſpeak. 
The king of Anglia 
Was here ev'n now, and, with him, s daughter, 
Regardleſs of her father's curſe denounc'd 
On converſe with his foe. 


SIGEBERT. 


Mauch danger hence 
To Mercia's king reſults ; 3 for though, by nature, 
The princeſs to her Sire is dutiful, 
Yet what the wiles of Ethelbert may work, 
Moulding her to his wiſhes, well and juſtly 
* raiſe ſuſpicion. 


BERTHA, 


Well indeed and juſtly, 
Precarious is the life of Mercia's king, 
While Ethelbert ſurvives. I have employ'd 
My utmoſt pow'r, entreatics, arguments, 
Tears and reproaches, but in vain. His ſoul 
Uncertain veers, irreſolution ſtrange 
And to his nature foreign. 


SIGEBERT, 


a comes. 
Slow and reluQant is he to compleat 
What prudence dictates, and alone can give 
Stability to greatneſs. Yet my voice 
Hath rous'd a ſpirit of ſublime ambition 
And godlike thirſt of rule. Mine be the care 
To guard his heart, and ſtifle in the birth 
Compunctious viſitings, 


|BERTHA, 
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BERTHA, 
| No *twere a deed 

To pull down curſes do not—yet, to ſee _ 
Their wiſhes crown'd, each in the other bleſt !\— 
I cannot bear it. —Sigebert, thy zeal 
For Off's life deferves—deftrudtion ſeize 
Both thee, and me, and all the world — my brain 
Is ftung—and now it flames and burſts in W 

| Exit. 


S I. 
Offa and Sigebert. 
The former ſeems wrapt in thought. 


SIGEBERT. Caf. 


What can the fury of her ſpeech portend ? 
What wild unwonted rage o'erwhelms her reaſon ! 
—But mutable, as ſhifting clouds, and void 
Of form as they, is woman's vagrant mind. 
And vain the labour were to fathom it 
With reaſon's plummet. Now, an higher care 
Demands my thoughts ; for ſee the king approach. 

OFFA, 

Could I recall times paſt—O: Offa, Offa, 
The laſt two hours !—How are thy laurels ſtain'd, 
With perfidy and murder !—Murderer—— 
My ſoul revolts againſt that ſound. —A murderer ! 
Yet why ?—Tis juſtice — Ethelbert contrives 
Againſt my life.—So runs the ſpecious tale. 
But then what proof ?—And ſhall a mere ſurmiſe, 
An hearſay from a woman's tongue, which oft 
Deals forth, as certainties, the vain illufions 
Bred in the ſpeaker's mind, and fictions forg'd 
Or truth with. falſhood colour'd and deprav'd.— 
O Sigebert. | Seeing Sigebert.] 


SIGEBERT. 


OFFA au ETHELBERT. 55 


SIEBER T. 
What _—_ * * lord? 


What mandate haſt 2 * to warlike Ella *— 
And yet I know too well. ou needꝰſt not fpeak 
And I ſhould blu to hear. 
SIGEBERT. 
My gracious lord, 
2 — 8 as the mighty work in hand 
v'n ; and, leſt his diligence 


1 Fail 1. Ute ſervices were giv'n in charge 
To ſome of trath approv'd ; and if their zeal— 


OFFA. | 
I know what thou wouldſt ſay ; but heav'n forefend 
Their zeal were all fo prompt. We will recall 
The cruel mandate. 


SIGEBERT. 


Firſt reflect my lord, 
Ere this your troops, with rapid march poſſeſs 
The plains of Anglia. Is young Ethelbert 
A ſpirit that will tamely yielda kingdom 
In long ſucceſhon heir d? or bear * wrongs 
Which thou haſt offer'd ?—Goaded by revenge 
To more than common daring, he will prove 
A foe molt formidable. 


 OFFA. 
*Tis too true. 

Hear ns what a web of cruelty and guts 
The firſt injuſtice weaves! 

SIGEBERT. 

This very hour, 

Elfrida joins his flight. My faithful ſpies 
O'erheard their am*rous parley. With what force, 
He bears her hence; what refuge hath prepar'd, 
Where ſafely ſhe may wait, while he, in arms, 
Purſues her father's life. | PH 
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OFFA. 


| It is enough. 
This hour he dies. My diſobedient child 
In living death, within a cloiſter's walls, 
And penitential works ſhall meditate 
A father's curſe fulfill d. Thou, Sigebert, 
This night's great bus'neſs govern. Let my troops 
Pofleſs each avenue that from the palace 
Towards Anglia lead, that none unqueſtion'd paſs. 
The reſt thou know'ſt ; and I may truſt thy zeal. 

| | (Exit Sigebert. 
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Qa and Juſtus. 
(Ofa continues to ſpeak.) 


But Juſtus comes, religion on his brow, | 
And gentle wiſdom beaming from his eye.— 
— Thy looks are clouded ; tell me, holy man, 
What deed of outrage, cruelty, or fraud 
Hath vex'd thy righteous ſoul, That Of2's hand 
May reach th* offender, and th* offended chear 
With retribution ample. | | 
JUSTUS. 
| Aſk thyſelf, 
O king !—Thy fin is great. —Think not my tongue 
Can gloze with flattery. Ill it would become | 
The man, whoſe days are conſecrate to heav'n, 
To fear the pow'rs of earth. What can thy wrath, 
But ſpeed an old man's journey ta the place 
Where long his heart and hopes have dwelt before him. 
= -* OFFA, 

Oh rev'rend Fuſtus, thy reproving tongue 
Hath ever licence; for I know that zeal 
In virtue's cauſe, not bitterneſs of heart, 
Inſpires thy words. The pow'r to whom thy vows 
And oriſons are paid, in mercy, ſends thee - 


To call the wanderers home. Thy friendly 3 
c 


— 


SO — — 
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Like thoſe proceeding from the leech's hand, 
Give health to ſouls diſeas'd. 
JUSTUS. 
| | Hear then, O king, 
And tremble. Heav'n begins this very hour, 
To viſit thine offences. For the queen 
I will not veil or palliate the horrors 


Theſe eyes have view'd, but rather urge them home, 
To ſtrike thine heart. 


- 
—— ͤ N  ——  —— ———— - — 
— CS 


I 
| 
\ 
| 


OFFA. 
Saidſt thou our queen? That blow 
Would fall, indeed, moſt heavy. For what horrors 
Wouldſt thou prepare me? Speak, and yet I tremble, 
And fain would ſhun the tale I needs muſt learn. 


JUSTUS. | 
A dreadful monument of wrath divine 


Your queen now preſſes to the fatal bourne, 
Where ſinners meet their doom. 


rr Aa. 
What ?—how?—oh fly, 
Oh ſave and guard her. All that Mercia holds 


Of dear and precious ſhall be facrific'd— 
Oh let me haſte. | 


JUSTUS, 
No, ſpare thy heart that pang ; 

Thy guilt is great ; yet, would the fight of Bertha 
So rend thy heart-ſtrings that the chaſlifement 
Were ev'n too cruel. a N 

OFFA. 

I fly to prove the worſt. 

The voice, the looks, the ſoothing cares of love 
Aſſuage the fierceſt pangs. 


JUSTUS. 

0 All aid is vain. 
She cannot know thy love, or feel thy cares. 
Reaſon hath left her ſeat. This very hour, 5 

; Conſcious 
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Conſcious of cruel wrong, by forg'd ſuggeſtion. 

And falſhoods vile, to royal Erhelbert, i 
With which, it ſeems, your ear ſhe had abus'd, 

And wrought you to contrive his death, the thought 
Became too grievous for her burthen'd ſoul. 

To her diſtracted ſenſe the bleeding form 

Of Anglia's king ſtill preſent, ſed her 

With ſcorpion ſting fo keen, that in the rage 

And whirtwind of deſpair ſhe ſwallow'd poiſon. 

Oh gracious heav'n! She's here, with ſtrength renew'd, 
From deadly languor. Now prepare thyſelf | 
For horrors, which the tongues of man muſt fail 

To paint : and only guilt, hke hers, can know. 


S'CS NE... 


Bertha diftrafted ; Offa, Juſtus, attendants. 
— BERTHA. 

I've drank the cup of pafſion. Like the bane 
Of ſubtleſt venom it dries up my blood, 
And courſes nimbly through the empty veins. 
It flaſhes on my brain, confumes my heart, 
And hunts from ſeat to ſeat the failing ſenſe. 
I know thee well (to Ofa) thou art a murderer. 
Thy hands are red. The blood of Ethelbert 
Is on them. 

| OFFA. 

low, indeed, I feel my crime, 
3 . 8 

gin my puniſhment. Peace Bertha, ſpeak, 
Look up—She knows me not, 

| JUSTUS. 5 
95 WT Oh, ſuch a ſcene 
Avert from chriſtian ſouls, ye pow'rs of grace. 
BERTHA. Fe 

Ha !—whatart thou? Some meſſenger from heav'n, 
Fraught with glad tidings ? Such thy hoary hairs, 
Thine awful looks and rev'rend garb beſpeak. 


The 
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The hand of vengeance preſſes on my head. — 

Oh fave me, ſave me. Tell me, if thou canſt, 

Will ſhrift and penauee wath away my ſtain ? 

Son of religion, tell me, ſhould I fly 

And graſp the altar, will th* avenging arm 

Snatch me from thence ? O hide me in the cloiſters, 

Where meek-eyed fiſters chant the matin ſong 

With unpolluted lips. When Ethelbert _ 

Shall come to ſeek me, let a fnow veil 

Conceal my lineaments; and to my boſom 

The facred croſs Ill ſtrain 3 and on my fingers 

The roſary ſnall hang to cheat his eye.— 

I burn, I burn—O lay me where the bank 

O'erhangs the ſtream, where guthing waters ſound, 

And waving poplars imitate the voice 

Of timid lovers whiſp'ring/in the duſk ; 

There, the cool ruſhing of the weſtern gale 

Shall fan my raging ſoul, My lips ſbell drink 

The dew-draps as they fall to queneh their fire. 
OFFA, 10 the attendants, _ 

Oh bear her hence; and footh with-tend'reſt care 
Her wand' ring mind. As idle ſound receive, 

Wild and unfounded, what her frenzy utters. 

Oh king of Anglia ſtay, There, there, in flames 
He paſs'd, riding the meteors of the north. 
Come, come; give me your wings ye winds ;=-l riſe, 
And now, I mingle with the clouds. Burſt, burſt, 
And whelm me in a deluge. Waſh away 
All ſenſe, all thought, all memory of paſt. 
Hark, hark ;—He calls again.—1 follow thee. 
Yet ſoft, I may not. My diſaſtrous love 
Kills where it follows. I deſtroy'd thee Ezhelbert. 
Off, off, vile trappings of unſeemly duſt !— 
— The fiends are here——They drag me to my doom, 
The ſulphur flames, the king of terror calls, 
From his infernal throne in thunder calk.— 
I come—l fly—Helt! hell! Pm wholly thine. 

She is borne off the tage by her female attendants. 

| SCENE 


65: pr and ETHELBERT. 
R 9 os +5 
Enter Sigebert. 


SIGEBERT. 


My lord, the king of Anglia and your daughter, — 
| Eluding our beſt diligence, are fled ; | 

But doubt not, that this night from "Ethelbert, | 
So well I have provided, takes alike 

The pow'r and will to trouble your repoſe. 


OFFA. 


thre from my preſence, hence chou baggard. 
miſchief. | 

And may diſeaſes, loathed as thy form, 

And as thine actions foul, conſume the remnant. 

Of thy pernicious life. This work is thine. | 


SIGEBERT. 


Are theſe the fruits of all my labour'd ſchemes ? 
Have I for this, with watchful nights, conſum'd 
This feeble frame, and worn the day in muſing, 
Of food and eaſe unminaful? Be the fool 
Accurſt, who treads the labyrinth of courts ; 
And doubly curſt th? ambitious ſlave, who ſells 
His peace and virtue for a ſtateſman's name. 


OFFA, 


I've ſinn'd beyond redemption. Never more 
Shall O/a's ſoul know reſt, if Ethelbert— 
That thought were madneſs. — Fly, recall our troops. 
— Prepare my fleeteſt ſteed. Ourſelf will fly, * 
To ſeek that injur'd youth. This arm ſhall guard max, ; 
Elfrida ſhall be his. I his very night, | 
With nuptial benediction, will I join 
Their plighted hands. I know his noble nature 
Retains not anger. He ſhall be my ſon, 

Dear as young Erhelred. In ſight of heav'n, 

I ſwear a ſolemn league of amity, 

Between our kingdoms. Never ſhall my ſword 
Be daun in wars unjuſt. Ambition's plume 


Shall 
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Shall dazzle me no more; but works of peace 
And mercy ſhall obtain thi unfading palm, 
Whoſe wreath outſhines the. laurel Fan df in blood. 


End of the fourth Acr. 


enn 0 
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"8 Wee fore with a cave by night, {Ender and 
lightning ; enter Ethelbert, Elfrida, 22 Ebba, 
and att 


ETHELBERT. 


Alas! you faint Elfrida, let us ſeek _ 
Reſt for your weary limbs. There is a cave, 
That ſeems, by nature, form'd for hapleſs love 
A friendly harbour. Thither let us tend. 

The gleaming fires, that run along the ground, 
Will guide our ſteps. 
EBBA. 


Forgive thy ſervant's zeal; 

Due weſt from hence, the BER "dwelling lies 

Not many leagues; and, could we reach that place, 

We were in ſafety. Compaſs d as we are 

With Ofa's ſquadrons, on the ſtorm and darkneſs 

Depend our hopes of flight. The morning's dawn 

Will ſoon o'ertake us, for the ſtar that reigns 

At midnight in the zenith, ere the tempeſt 

Began to rage, ſtood o'er our heads direct. 
ETHELBERT. 


Ebba, I thank thy love; but fear and toil 
So preſs Elfrida, that her ſtrength would fail, 
Should we proceed. 
ALWINA. 
| Alas, my gracious lord, 
ur pity ſeek yon cave: the night is fearful. 
Along 
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Along our horſes backs, in unctuous ſtreams 

The vapours ran, blaz'd on their heads, 

Or kindled thro” their mancs—Mark, mark, that peal 

Of volley'd thunder !-—Heay'n in mercy ſpare us. 
ETHELBERT. 


All nature's bonds are looſe. The elements, 
Abſolv'd from their allegiance to her laws, 

Uſurp each other's place, and wildly wage 
Inteſtine war; or, more portentous, meet, 
And blend in league ill · ſorted and diſcordant. | 
Now lightning fills the air, now, 'mix'd with rain, 
The ſhooting meteors fall, an horrid ſhow'r 
Of fire and water ſcarce diſtinguiſhable, 
Where'er we turn, the failing carth recedes. 
All is a watry waſte. The howling wind | 
Plows up the liquid plain, and whirls it round, 
In ſtormy leet. | 
| ELFRIDA. 
My deareſt Ethelbert, 
Excuſe a woman's weakneſs, that my heart, 
Though thou art near me, ſinks beneath the terrors 
Of this moſt dreadful night. I would not fear.— 
My ſoul is manly, but my woman's frame, 
Feeble and frail, ſpite of my beſt reſolves, 
Depreſſes it, and I could melt in tears. 

__ _ ETHELBERT. 

My love, what have you ſuffer'd and for me 
As through the woods we pals'd, the tangled boughs 
Thy garments rent, and bruis'd thy tender limbs, 
And caught thy beauteous treſſes. From thy locks 
The drifted rain diſtils. Thy lover's hands 
Shall preſs the moiſture forth, and o'er his heart 
The 4 gold expand. Soon, ſhall the warmth 
Of this fond boſom dry it. Let my train 
Collect the wither'd leaves, and branches ſere 
Scatter*d around this cave, and bid them flame 
To comfort her chill'd limbs. | N 

| ELFRIDA. 
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ELFRIDA. 
4 See; here are ſeats 
Diſpos'd by nature's hand. The ſhelving rock, 
 Commodious bench, projects, with downy mols, 
Violet, and ſcented thyme, and tufted graſs 
O'er grown; and mantling o'er the rugged walls, 
The creeping ivy ſpreads her tapeſtry, 
Of bright, and gloſſy green. After the toils 
Of night this humble cave a palace ſeems, 
With thee, my Ethelbert, whoſe gentle ſmile 
Can ev'ry ſtate endear, and ev'ry ſcene. 
ETHELBERT. 


What ſufferings hath Heroic love endur'd, 
My heart bleeds for them. Thou wert ever nurſt 
In pleaſure's lap, and fondly lov'd, and cherifh'd, 
And never felt rude blaſt or driving rain, 

Or knew but ſoft delights and golden eaſe, 
Such as a palace yields.—To bear all this ! 
Which well might foil the ſtrength and fortitude 
Of hardy ſoldiers. Sure, the life of Ethelbert, 
Should it exceed the common ſpace allow'd 
To man, and all be ſpent in tender cares, 
And fond obſervances, would prove too ſhort 
To ſhow my gratitude. | 
ELFRIDA. 

All words and acts 
Are infinitely weak, and fail to ſhow 
What thine E/frida feels. The more I ſtrive | 
To place my heart before thee, that thine eyes 
May read its thoughts, the more expreſſion fails. 
Sure I was born in ſome ill omen d hour, 
For thy deſtruction. Twas this fatal form 
That lur'd thy ſteps to Mercia. Twas this form 
That arm'd my father's hand to injure thee. 
This form laid Anglia waſte. This fatal form 
Expoſes thee to the relentleſs rage 


ETHELBERT, 
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ETHELBERT. 


My deareſt, beſt, 
Ev'n toils and ſufferings may become delightful ; 
That draw forth gentle offices of kindneſs, 


From thoſe we love. 
EB BA. 


My lord, this boding heart 
Tells me we are purſued ; at intervals, 
When the fell whirlwinds intermit their how], 
And thunders ceaſe to roar, methinks I hear 
The ſound of horſe ; and once, with ſhrilly tone, 
A bugle ſounded. | 
ETHELBERT. 

HFHaply, through the gloom, 

Some foreſter belated ſeeks his way, 
Entangled and alone, —Yet, leſt the foe 
Unguarded find us, let our ſcouts advance. 
Thou, Ebba, to the weſtern path, that points 
Towards Ju/tus* dwelling ; Oſbert to the north; 
Morcar and Siward watch, with ſtrict obſervance, | 


The ſouth and eaſt. 
(Exeunt Ebba, &c. 
ELFRIDA. 
The lightnings ceaſe to flaſh, 
A tender gleam of gray imperfect light 
Struggles for birth and ſtreaks the leaden eaſt, 
Forerunner of the morning. May the dawn, 
On wings of-gold and purple, peace and j %%% 
"FO to my Ethelbert. 


Ebba returns. 
ETHELBERT. 
What tidings Ebba ? 
EBBA. 

Our ſcout, advanc'd, can hear the voice of men 
Approaching through the ſhade ; and once the gleam 
Of flaſhing light, repell'd from burniſh'd arms, 

Shot fearful on his eyes. 
ELFRIDA. 
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ELFRIDA. dee ta 
5 Oh moſt undone. 
My lord, my Ethelbert, where ſhall we fly? 
My father comes. Oh ſave me from his rage. 
He tears, he tears thee from me. Let us grow to- 
ether | 2 | 
Thus, 4 No more to part. 
ErHELBEN T. [to his train.) 
| {.-; 1... |, Erepars,. to give” 
Our enemies ſuch welcome, as a foe : 2 
Should meet from valiant men. Forbear my love. 
Oh cling not thus around me. On my arm 
Our future hopes depend. This very now, 
This precious moment labours with our doom. 
Well us'd, it gives to all our future lives 
Security and love. —Muſt I then fly 
From thine embraces ? Muſt I break the claſps 
Of thine encircling amo 


ELFRI DA. 


5 0 Les, go my warrior. 
And ſtrength and victory fit on thy helm. 
Yet, in the fight, for poor Elfrida's ſake, 
Be careful of thy life ; and ſhouldſt thou meet * 
Amidſt the hoſtile bands my cruel father, 
Oh think on me, think on this faithful breaſt, 
And ſpare his rev'rend head. I know the thought 
Will ſtay the ſword uplifted. for his fate. | 
Muſt you then leave me? 7 


ETHELBERT. 


Better ſeek the danger, 
Than tamely wait its coming. Valiant Ea, 
Remain thou here; an honourable charge, 
My loy'd Effrida, to thy care | give; 
And leaving thee I _— with confidence ; 8 
or 


— 
re - Toi —ͤ̃ — öA— >_> 7 


— 
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For well I know, no harm will reach he rbreaſt, 


But through thine own, Lead on to victory. 


S.C.E NE: 


Elfrida, Alvina, Ebba. 
ELFRIDA. 


Say, gentle friends, do you not hope my lord 
Will „ theſe aſſailants? 1 I — not, 
But ſure my heart beats high, with lively chear, 
And preſages of good. I Na not think 
I could have borne to ſee my Ezhelbert 
Go forth to battle; but I know that heav'n, 

If ever it rewarded, here on carth, _ 

The good with favour, will protect his life, 

Palſy the hands, and blunt the ſword, and ſpear, 
That ſeek his gentle breaſt. 


ALWINA. 


Yes, deareſt princeſs, 
Hcav'n will protect the virtuous Ezhelbert, 
From hoſtile rage. His life is due to man 
A pattern of perfedion. He ſhall live 
To hold a mirror of connubial love, 
And faith unſtain'd, to ages yet unborn. 


ELFRIDA. 


My poor Alwina, thine advent'rous love 
Hath albthy hopes 1 to follow one, 
Whoſe gratitude can ill requite thy cares. 
But fortune yet may ſmile; and happy days 
In Anglia wait us. Mean while, let thy kindneſs 
Recorded live, in fond remembrance here. 
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_ EBBA, 


Doubt not my lord will conquer; for his train 
Of worth approv'd and hardibood, to quell 
Tenfold — number of the Merrian bands, 
Excited by a monarch's voice and arm, 
Belov'd like Ethelbert, will deeds atchieve 
Beyond the ſtrength of man.—Speak, warlike form.— 


1 G Ee E I. 


Enter to them a Meſſenger. 


ERBA continues. 


Advance not, on thy peril, ere thy tongue 
Unfolds what errand bids thee through the gloom, 
With vent'rous footſteps dare the hideous wild, 

And this more hideous ſtorm. Though worn and fore 
With toil thou ſeem'ſt, a wild and eager joy 
Peers through thine eyes—What art thou 


MESSENGER. 


| A true ſubje& 

To royal Ethelbert, I come from Ardulf.— 
All night with weary ſteps I've journey d. Oft, 
Encount'ring with the Mercian force, I ſcap'd, 
Though favour of the darkneſs, and trac'd back 
— eps with painful circuit. Deep moraſs 

mes my feet entangled; oft the gulph 

Of ſome ſtill· wand ring ſtream, with ſudden plunge, 
O'erwhelm'd, receiv*d me. Oft | ſcal'd with pain 
The ſteep impending crags. But all my toils 
Are fully recompens'd. I now ſhall ſce 
My king, and ichen bis foul with joyful tidings. 


F 2 EBBA. 
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Our lord is gone to barchs's but this 1 1 
Takes a dear int' reſt in ence er ne th | 
The king of tg 1194) DEE p 
ee 
| Here, repoſe chyſelf. 
1 * thee 3 with labour. If thou bring'ſt 


 Ought good or happy, ſpeak it; for my ſoul 
Requires the healing balm of gladſome news. 


But hark, a trumpet ſounds. 


EZBA. \ 

It is my lord's; 

Our band returns. &; _ 

F an 
Oh God, oh God, protect 

My deareſt Fthelbert ! He comes, he comes. — 

I tremble, but not with terror. Yes, theſe eyes 

Again ſhall gaze on him, theſe eager arms 

Claſp him again, 'and ſtrain him to my heart. 

I will go meet him; lead me, lead me, Ebba. 

Support my ſleps,—Altvina, to thy care, 

That ſtranger I commend ; an hour of leiſure 


May ſerve his tidings. Hark, again, the trumpet. 
{1,59 [Exeunt Elfrida, Ebba. 


n. 


a  Alwina and Meſſenger. 
MESSENGER. 
How bleſt is Anglia's monarch, in a dame 
So fair and exquiſite, Say, gentle maid, 


What ſubjects zealous for their prince's weal + 
Would gladly learn ; her name and origin, 


ALWINA- 
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ALWINA. | 


Moſt * ſtranger, ſhe is call'd E/frida, 
To Mercia's warlike king ſhe owes her ith. 
But fairer than her charms, although ſhe ſhines, 
A paragon of beauty, brighter far 
Than royal lineage is her virtuous fame. 
Thou, in return, diſcloſe what welcome tidings, 
With ſpeed unwonted, urg'd thy n ſteps 
From Anglia hither.,, 
| MESSENGER. 
Could I fly, the tidings 
Deſerv'd a falcon's wing. Know, faithful Ardulf, 
Collecting a ſmall band of vet'ran troops, 
Rally'd the fugitive and poor remains 
Of Mercia's victory; and, with forc'd march, 
Surpriz'd the invaders in their camp ſupine, 
Lull'd in the wantonneſs of ſtrength and ſeorning 
A routed foe. The conflict held not long. 
Some fled diſarm'd; ſome in the neighb' ring ſtream 
For ſafety plung'd, and found a watry death; 
Some, with their arms at random caught, and armour 
Unfitted and unbrac'd, a feeble fight 
Effay'd at diſtance ; but, full ſoon, the ſword 
Of valiant Ardulf, thund'ring on their els 
A gen ral rout compelPd, 


ALWINA. "1 


L.iſt, liſt, methinks 
I hear the ſhouts of battle; mix'd, they riſe 
With yelling whirlwinds. Now, the clang of arms 
Comes pealing on mine ear, 


MESSENGER. 


Thou artdeceiv'd. 
Tis but the wind among the giant limbs 
Of theſe huge oaks; they os their knotty boughs, 
And 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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And imitate the ſound of claſhing ſwords, 
Or ſhield to ſhield oppas'd.re-My lord, my with 


SCENE V. 


Enter to them Ethelbert ried by EA wi 
A F 


 ETHELBERT. 
Oh *twas a glorious night. Well have I fleſh'd 


My ſword. This turn, -O fortune, thou wert juſt, 
And crown'd the righteous cauſe. 


ELFRIDA. 


Still, ſtill you bleed, 
1 feel the warm tide guſhing Leet me tear 
Theſe robes, theſe rrefſes, to bind up your wound. 


ETHELBERT. 


I am not hurt, my love, I muſt be well 
And happy near thee. Long the Mercian chief, 
Held vi&'ry doubtful. 'Tw 5 a lucky blow, 
That clove his caſque. On ev'ry fide, his train, 
Confounded, fled, as if th* eternal arm 
Was bar'd to ſmite them. Then, my ravag'd plains 
And ſubjects murder'd crouded on my mind, 
And bath'd my ſword in vengeance. As be fled, 
One coward turn'd, and ſent an arrow back. 


MESSENGER. | | | 
May heav'n, with vengeance, mark the caitiff 
Vretch. | 
ETHELBERT. 


Yet ſure I thank him. To that ſhaft I owe 
Senſations ſweeter than I knew before, 


RY Cold, 


Cold, ſmooth, and white as lilies, touch'd my arm, 
To draw the bearded ſteel, methinks, my heart 
Leap'd bounding to the place, to meet her touch ; 
But when the foe warn coral of her lips | 
Was to the wound apply'd, from ev'ry part 

The hurried ſpirits crouded ; ſoul and ſenſe 

Were center'd-there, and atl my frame beſide 

Was but a rigid monumental form. 

Oh perfect happineſs Such full content 

Complete and abſolute !—I could have died. — 


ELFRIDA. 


No, live and love, and make E/frids bleſt, 
Who knows nor joy nor earthly good without was. 
Her only name for happineſs i is Ethelbert. 


And, more to glad thee, fee this ur nn 
He brings thee welcome tidings. 


MESSENGER. 
k am come, 


To tell my lord he reigns again in Anglia. 


Arqulf triumphant oer the foe, by me, | | 
Greets thee, and bids thee haſte, with beſt diſpatch | 


To join thy force to his, which ev'ry hour 
Swells with new levies. 


ETHELBERT. 


Now I am indeed 
A monarch. Twice, to brave and loyal Arduf, 
Stand I indebted for a crown. Elfrida, 
Said I not hope and ſmiling days ſhould yet 


Await us? 


Egg. 
Arm, my lord, a pow'rful band 
Approaches; if mine eye deccives me not, | 
Their chief is Mercia's es. | 


SCENE 
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s c E * E VI. 


| Ener i then , 455 Juſt ond lumen. 5 
OFFA.. | 


Ve gallant Gan 
/ Prepare not for ane No hoſtile purpoſe b 
Is mine. I come a meſſenger of peace. | 
O prince, (to Ethelbert) you ſee a royal ſuppliant kate, 
Who work'd thee cruel wrong ; but happier thou, 
The injur'd, than th' injurious ; for the wound 
Of guilt will prove intolerable, unleſs ' 20 
Thy pardon heal. Lower to thee I bend, 5 40 
Than Qa thought he ever ſnould to man. * 
But next to virtue pure, tis noblen es 
Jo mourn a fault, and ſeek, by reparation, 
To cancel paſt offences. 


ETHELBERT. 


O my father, 
For, by that dear and venerable name, 
I now'may call thee, bend not thus to me, 
Whom beſt the poſture ſuits, . thy fon, by er 
As by the ties of dear and fond alliasce. 
My pardon—rather ſay my gratitude. 
Paſt ſeeming wrongs as benefits appear, 
That ſwell and double thus the preſent j joy. 


OFFA. 


My child, El Ifrida, fear not now my«curſe, 
For converſe held with Ethelbert. Thy father, 
By this embrace, abſolves thee. Smiling days 
— mutual love await you. I am come, 

To join the: plighted hands and faithful hearts, 

[ vainly ſtraye to ſever. I have wak' d 80 
As from an horrid dream; and now I loath | 

My own ambition. On the precipice, 


"7 F "y a\ £7 
1 A 4 32 My 
* , A. ww 4 


OFFA, vn ETHELBERT. 


My foot was timely ſtay d. Unhappy Bertha 
Ruth furious 0 on, and periſh'd in the abyſs 


 ETHELBERT. 


What ?—periſh'd ſay*ſt thou? when: ? 120 ? 
rightoway heav'n ! I% 


OFFA. 


Yes; Bertha is no more. But think.r not of her, 
It were a tale too dreadful for thine ear 
Nor could I bear it; Twould, with grief renew d, 
Convulſe my heart. Now, let as fix our eyes 
On bright and ſmiling proſpects. All my wiſh 
Is to repair the paſt. With home ward ſteps, 
Ev'n now, my troops from Anglia bend 1 march. 
And whatſoever wrongs thy people felt, | 
In perſon or poſſeſſion, from their 1. 
Be — eee an 
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ELFRIDA, 


Ves, I do wake. 
My words by * doubt, and fear ſuppreſt 
At laſt find way. My father, O my father, 
Beſt, deareſt; kindeſt. On her knees, Elfrida © 
Bleſſes, and thanks thee; thanks with guſhing tears 
Fut not of grief. O I hate much endut'd f 
But this, this pn I" it all. 


or. | f 


Riſe, aer king of Anglia, take her hand. 
The heav'ns rain bleſſings. on. you. That your joys 
May be proverbial. And ſucceeding times 
When they would carry benediction high, 

As human voice can utter, to their darlings 

Shall ſay, be happy, as the gentle prince 

That wedded Ofa's daughter.” May your children 

Cling rand, theſe ies? Wen failing age, from "7 
| An 


= ar * 
And monty anther tato, 


Play with my filver beard, and, with thete protle, 
Deccive the weary hours of life” «decline. 


ELFRIDA. 


Ah me, for pity! wretched that I am! 
Look up, my lord, oh he is fick to death. 
Unuſua chil eſs ſeizes him ; his brow 
Is cold and damp ; his face is deadly 
Oh let me chaſe thy hands in mine; and bid 
The warmth return. Come, fit thee down ; 
On thine E/frida's faſthful breaſt recline g 
Thy gentle head, Help, help, Oh heav'n, he faints. 


ETHELBERT. 


It is too late. The dart, that — m6 my arm, 
Was dipt in poiſon. ns, Bas 
Throb eager at the wound, —.— my frame, 
And ſhake my lab'ring heart. —I pant—1 gaſp— 


| ELFRIDA. 


Oh ſounds of horror. Not the volley d fire, 
Dartcd from angry heay'n ; not rocking earth, 
Trembling, and heaving, with her inborn flame, 
Would ſo confound me. But thou ſhalt not die,. 
Or if thou muſt, yet, ſtay for thine Erida / 

I feel the venom too. My foul ſtands plum'd, 

To ſhare thy flight ennobled and compleat, 

This hour ſhall crown our loves; _ at my heart 
The buſy poiſon. works, 


ETHELBERT. 


Oh talk not thus.— 
Now death has ſtings, indeed. Thy tears e. 
Thy parting agonies, unman my heart. 
Angels, that hover round us, ſooth her grief, 
Bring heav nly balm and healing on your wings, 
Shade her from fierce impatience and deſpair. 


Ah 


| OFFA anp ETHELBERT. 


Ah little does e know the rending pangs, | 

That thzob and agonize in cv'ry nerve. } 
Inſufferable torments How the ſtreams | 
Of molten lead devour my vitals up | 


My blood is flaming ſulphur. My parch'd lips | 


A glaving furnace; and my fiery breath 
A Blaſting exhalation Ob death, death, 
Wilt thou not fold me in thing icy arms? 


OFFA. | 
My child, E/frida, to thy heart ſpeak comfort. 
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Comfort—l know not, now, what comfort means. 


The day is cloſe ſhut in, and now, for night, 

A dread and gloomy night bedew'd with gore. 
See here, ſee here. Thou baſt deſtroy'd a youth, 
Whoſe ſingle worth the kings of earth outweighs. 


OFFA. 


"Tis juſt, O God, tis juſt I bear all this! 
Alt this, and more.— Theſe are my fatal works. 
"Tis fit I ſhould become the verieſt wretch, 
That ever crawPd and agoniz'd on earth, 
Stript of my grandeur by th* uſurper's hand, 
Deſpis'd and abje& ! Give me, O ye pow'rs, 
A ſtrong enduring heart, and patience firm, 
To. bear my lot of torments, which ſhall riſe, |, 
If juſtice dwells. above, o'er human woes, | 
To reach a height ſtupendous as my crimes !— 


ETHELBERT. 


Be patient, king. Thy ſorrow comes too late. 
Th' almighty. doom is uU was Cecreed, 
That Ethelbert ſhould: fall; But, for my ſake, — 
"Tis all th* atonement thou can'ſt make my ſhade, 


Be kind to poor Erida, At. the paſt 


Twere 


76 OFFA any ETHELBERT. 


Twere vain to murmur. Earthly things have loſt 
Their influence o'er my ſoul. © Here I am weak 1 
And here alone. Fairer to me thou ſeem'ſt, ” 
As at this ſolemn hour I gaze my laſt, - N 
Than in the ſoft enchanted days of peace, 
When firſt I lov'd thee !—Feel my burſting heart; 
It throbs within my breaſt to blend with thine ! © 0 / 
— My pangs are fled, a ſweet and bleſſed calm 

My —_—_ ra in gentle languiſhment. 


ELFRIDA. 


I am not — ſtruck. I till can a. 
And gaze abroad, and ſee my wretchedneſs.— - 
My Ethelbert,—He' s fled—He anſwers not.— 
Fled, like a viſion, but I am refign'd.— 

My love thou art at reſt— O when ſhall death ? ? 


ETHELBERT. 


That tuneful voice recall'd my parting foul. — 
Farewell — but not for ever.—Gracious heav'n! 
Sure, we ſhall meet. And yet I am—thou know'ſt— 
Heav'n,  heav'n receive and bleſs. —This er- 

farewell. 
The yas 's ep ſilence ſhall ſend 00 a voice | 
IES. o 


ELFRIDA, 


After gazing a a long time on Ethelbert, as e fands 
over his t , with qua arms, fits down on the 


earth. 


Here will I fit, a monument of woe, . 

Which men ſhall come to gaze upon with wonder, 

I will not ſhare my proud ambitious grief, 

Ev'n with the nobleſt of the race. My ſighs 

In diſtant ſolitary pomp ſhall heave ; er 

For never ſorrow had ſo great a theme, Z os 

So ks ſo fair, ſo high. Break, break, my heart, 
Sooner 
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Sooner than ſpare an atom of thy freight. 
Here is a pang that ſcorns the aid of words, 
And groans and cries, the common forms of grief — 
Silence ſhall ſpeak it beſt, theſe rigid nerves, 
Eyes fix'd, and limbs unmov'd, but chiefly death. 
—Earth reels and ſtaggers ;-——down a depth mn, 
I fink—I fink—commix'd in giddy whirls, 
How all things round me ſwim in formleſs miſt! 
Eyes gaze your laſt—ecrack'eyeſtrings—and break 

eart, —- 
"Tis paſt—'tis done receive me, Ethelbert ! 

(Dies. 


JUSTUS. 
Why is the barren tribute of a tear, 

All I can pay to love and innocence ? 
Eſtrang'd from human life, and all its cares, 
In calm religion's port, this fight of woe 
To mortal forrows drags me back again, 
Renews the warmth and bleeding ſympathy, . 
Of early life. Reſtrain thy tears, O king ; ; 
They flow in vain. 


OFFA, 


And therefore tis they flow. 
I am a wretch, indeed, abandon'd moſt 
Of every guardian pow'r. Yet am I firm 
Midſt fierceſt pangs. I wonder at myſelf, 
That reaſon keeps 2 hold, with eyes unmov'd, 
To view the miſchiefs l have caus' d, - the wreck 
Of all moſt noble, amiable, and good 
In human-kind, by theſe accurſed hands.— 
My ſweet Elfrida, in the flow'r and prime 
Of bloomy youth, The gentle Ethelbert, 
The boaſt of Britain's iſle What force withholds 
This raſh unhappy hand ? that, with a blow, 
It ſhould not break the cords of miſery, 
That ſtrain me on the rack and bid me ſleep! 


JUSTUS. 


OFFA aid ETHELBERT, 


JUSTUS, - 18 
Forbear, O monarch; b ee 
Diſparage manhood, and rehounce the du 
Thy ſubjects challenge. *Twere a bold rebellion 
Againſt thy Maker. Wouldit thou kill thy rind, 
With all her cagle brood of noble aims ? 
Let works of mercy, piety, and peace 


Redeem thy guilt ; an thou fle be forgiv'n. 
Exetnt omnes. 
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